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"I'll  back  that  to  the  limit,"  says  Miss  Dorothy 
Kilgallen,  spunky  globe-circling  girl  reporter 


AROUND  THE  WORLD  IN  24  DAYS.  "It  was  a breath- 
less dash,”  said  Miss  Dorothy  Kilgallen,  famous 
girl  reporter,  back  at  work  [above)  after  finishing 
her  assignment  to  circle  the  world  by  air  in  record- 
breaking  time.  {Right)  Her  exciting  arrival  at  the 
Newark  Airport.  "I  snatched  meals  anywhere,”  she 
says,  "ate  all  kinds  of  food.  But  Camels  helped  me 
keep  my  digestion  tuned  up.  I'll  bet  on  them  any 
time  — for  mildness,  for  their  delicate  flavor,  and 
for  their  cheery  'lift.’  Camels  set  me  right!” 


Healthy  nerves  and  good  digestion  enable 
you  to  glide  over  trying  incidents  and 
get  the  full  enjoyment  out  of  working,  eating, 
and  playing.  No  wonder  that  so  many  who 
make  their  mark  in  the  world  today  are  steady 
Camel  smokers! 

At  mealtimes  — enjoy  Camels  for  the  aid 
they  give  digestion.  By  speeding  up  the  flow 
of  digestive  fluids  and  increasing  alkalinity. 
Camels  contribute  to  your  sense  of  well-being. 
Between  meals  — get  a "lift”  with  a Camel. 
Camels  don’t  get  on  the  nerves,  or  irritate 
the  throat.  Join  the  vast  army  of  smokers 
who  say:  "Camels  set  you  right!” 


MY  BUSINESS  MAKES  me  careful  about 
my  digestion,”  says  B.  C.  Simpson, 
oil-well  shooter.  "I  find  Camels  put 
a heap  more  joy  into  eating.” 


TURKISH  & DOMESTIC 
BLEND 

4,  CIGARETTES  ^ 
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GOSTZTBU.  Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 
TOJMcaos  — Turkish  and  Domestic  — than  any  other  popular  brand 
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We  can’t  think  of  any  right  off,  but  there  should 
be  some  appropriate  emolument  for  the  freshman 
who,  during  registration,  thought  he  was  in  the  class 
of  e.  g.  1 940. 


Amidst  the  grey  amorphus  mass  of  data  that 
comprises  Bernthsen’s  Organic  Chemistry,  there 
stands  one  sentence  that  is  destined  to  endure.  Head 
and  shoulders  above  the  serried  ranks  of  physical 
and  chemical  properties,  this  reference  to  the  occur- 
rence of  formic  acid  has  it  in  the  qualities  of  Old 
Testament  poetry.  The  compaund  (it  reads)  oc- 
curs free  in  ants,  in  the  processionary  caterpillar,  in 
the  bristles  of  the  stinging  nettle,  the  fruit  of  the  soap 
tree,  and  in  the  juice  of  flesh.” 

We  heard  recently  of  an  initiation  pastime  that 
has  assumed  the  proportion  of  a rage  at  our  hardier 
universities,  especially  at  those  where  Hell  Week 
is  unconfined.  Its  name  is  Pledge  Tennis,  and  no 
pending  patent  can  stop  us  from  telling  about  it. 
For  the  game  a large  room  is  required,  usually  the 
Gamma  Gamma  Gamma  living  room,  bared  of  fur- 
niture. Across  the  center  of  the  room  is  strung  a 
hardy  rope,  neck-high.  At  one  end  of  the  room 
stands  Brother  Torpid,  who  holds  in  his  hands  a 
paddle.  At  the  other  end  stands  Brother  Sneezle, 
who  also  holds  a paddle  and  engages  in  bantering 
conversation  with  the  gallery. 

The  mad  mess  begins  with  the  entrance  of  Pledge 
Glimph,  who  is  blindfolded  but  tries  to  look  around 
anyhow.  Pledge  Glimph  is  led  to  Brother  Torpid. 
Brother  T.  wallops  him  one,  and  Pledge  Glimph 
runs  toward  Brother  Sneezle,  doing  his  blind  best 
to  avoid  hauling  up  on  the  hope  or  running  his  head 
itno  the  wall.  If  he  manages  this,  he  is  rerouted  back 
to  Brother  Torpid.  We  don’t  know  all  the  rules,  but 
we  do  know  that  if  he  collapses  in  Sneezle’s  court, 
then  Torpid  wins  the  point. 


At  present  our  favorite  whimsy  concerns  the  Su- 
preme Court.  We’d  like  to  see  the  nine  justice  say 
“the  helil  with  it”  and  join  the  National  League. 
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NOW  that  Bert  Ambrose  has  es- 
tablished himself  as  the  great- 
est orchestra  leader  in  England, 
with  iirohjihly  the  finest  all  around 
band  in  the  world,  he’s  gone  ahead  and 
imlled  a Whiteman  on  us  by  dishing 
out  ii  whole  mess  of  “classical”  jazz. 
Xot  that  it  isn't  pleasant  enough  stuff, 
or  even  exciting.  But  on  general  prin- 
cipals, I'm  suspicious  of  any  move  to 
make  a “gentleman”  of  jazz. 

For  serious  music,  go  to  the  so-called 
“classics,”  and  for  natural  e.xpression, 
take  jazz,  ^^^ly  mess  around  with  this 
Wtiitemani.sh  half-way  effects  that  have 
neither  the  depth  of  the  classics  or 
iiif/  leaves  much  to  be  desired. 

It's  even  lialde  to  ruin  tlie  natural 
aldlity  of  Ambrose's  wonderful  mu.si- 
cians.  Only  last  week  I was  speaking 
to  Frankie  Trumbauer,  who  is  prob- 
ably the  greatest  white  sax  man  in  his- 
tory. lie  has  deteriorated  considerably, 
however,  in  the  half  dozen  years  or  so 
and  isn't  doing  too  well  now  with  his 
own  swing  band  at  the  Hickory  House, 
on  52nd  street.  He  admitted  that  “when 
you're  finished  with  Whiteman,  you 
don't  know  which  end  of  the  horn  the 
music  comes  out  of.” 

Nevertheless,  you'll  make  no  mistake 
to  .get  hold  of  these  toney  discs.  Best 
of  the  lot  is  a twelve  inch  side  of  Es- 
caixula.  (Decca)  written  and  arranged 
by  the  real  genius  in  Ambrose's  outfit. 
Sid  I’hillips,  who's  done  .such  numbers 
as  B'Wanffd  and  Streamline  Strut. 
There  tire  shades  of  Stravinsky,  defin- 
ite siiades.  in  the  moving  Ritual  Fire 
Dance,  backed  by  a iiopular  sweet  num- 
b(>r.  Orchids  To  ^[l/  Lady. 

Two  of  the  finest  “naturals”  among 
this  year's  swing  numbers  are  Will 
Hudson's  ,1/r.  (Ihost  Goes  To  Town  and 
The  (ioona  Goo.  First  honors  in  play- 
ing them  go  to  Tommy  Dorsey  rS’ictor) 
and  .lolmny  Hamp  (Bluebird).  Tom- 
my's Ghost  is  as  wacky  a bit  as  I've 
heard  in  months,  although  his  Goona 
Goo  (not  on  the  sanii'  record  as 
Ghost)  is  in  a straighter  style.  Tommy 
somehow  has  that  knack  of  showing 
off  each  of  his  many  e.xcellcnt  men  to 
to  their  best  advantage  in  a sort  of 
modified  jam  session. 

New  in  the  recording  field,  Hamp 
inits  out  as  clean  a version  of  both 


numbers  (on  one  record)  as  possible. 
Snapiiy  is  probably  a better  word.  He 
falls  down  a bit  on  Fever  Should  Have 
Told  You  and  its  reverse,  but  picked 
up  to  par  in  Smoke  Dreams  and  Who's 
That  Knocking  at  My  Heart?  Dorsey’s 
other  contribution  is  in  the  Victor 
lowing  (.'lassie  series,  the  hot  Jamboree 
and  .IDiyle  Leaf  Rag  with  its  awkward 
“running”  tempo  characteristic  of  rags. 
It  should  also  be  mentioned  here  that 
the  disgusting  Clyde  McCoy  did  a Dec- 
ca version  of  The  Goona  Goo  and  wah- 
wahed  it  to  death.  To  my  annoyance, 
it  was  about  the  most  popular  side  in 
our  house. 

In  front  of  a subtle  reeil  section  rem- 
iniscent of  Red  Norvo's  style,  Hudson 
and  DeLange  deliver  the  goods  that 
spurted  them  to  the  top  ranks  of  white 
swing.  I’articularly  notice  in  Am  I In- 
truding (Brunswick)  the  graceful  Bei- 
derbecke (piality  in  the  trumpet  of 
someone  who's  name,  I believe,  is  Billy 
I’aul.  DeLange’s  vocals  in  Am  I intrud- 
ing leaves  .so  much  to  be  desired. 

It  is  fit  to  mention  here  an  increase 
in  the  library  of  modern  jazz,  Louis 
Armstrong’s  “Swing  That  Music” 

( Longmans-Green  & Co.  $2.50).  While 
not  as  authoritatively  written  as  Pan- 
assie’s  "Hot  Jazz,”  nor  as  well  written, 
it  offers  the  finest  history  of  the  evo- 
lution and  basic  origins  of  jazz  yet  of- 
fered. It  tells,  with  much  ego,  the  life 
of  the  great  Satch’mo  Armstrong,  him- 
self ; and  his  life  is  the  life  of  jazz, 
‘■.lass’’  as  it  was  spelled  in  those  da.Vs, 
originated  in  its  modern  form  in  New 
Orleans  when  Louis  was  a child.  Up  it 
moved  on  showboats  through  the  Mis- 
sissii)pi  to  Kansas  City,  to  Chicago,  and 
outward  to  San  Francisco  and  New 
York.  With  it  came  the  little  colored 
boy  with  the  big,  powerful  lips  (hence. 
Satchelmouth ; inter  Satch’mo)  who 
was  to  become,  by  far,  the  greatest  jazz 
musician  of  all  times  and  possibly  the 
most  capable  trumpeter  in  any  field  of 
music.  Armstrong  further  gives  some 
valuable  and  surprisingly  clear  de- 
scriptions of  swing  and  presents  a good 
case  for  hot  music  as  a great  American 
art.  with  an  emphasis  on  the  European 
enthusiasm  for  the  stuff.  He  cites  that 
the  Europeans,  who  so  admire  our 
swing,  have  first  discovered  this  art 
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imich  as  they  were  the  first  to  discov- 
er the  “different”  genius  of  Poe  and 
Whitman. 

What  struck  me  as  ridiculous,  how- 
ever. was  tile  special  section  in  the 
hack  of  the  liook  which  contained  sheet 
music  showing  how  the  great  swing 
men  would  play  Louis’  own  song  Sicini/ 
That  Music  (Goodman.  Tommy  Dorsey. 
Venuti,  Norvo.  etc.).  For  Armstrong  had 
just  finished  telling  that  good  jazz  is 
spontaneous,  expressive  of  the  musi- 
cian's immediate  mood,  and,  aliove  all, 
not  artificial  stuff  played  from  sheet 
music  or  transposable  into  written 
notes  I But  don't  let  this  little  thing 
frighten  you  from  getting  a copy.  Inci- 
dentally, Bluebird  just  issued  a reprint 
of  two  early  hits  of  Satcli'mo,  Ili</h 
t<ocicti/  and  Gotta  Right  To  Sing  The 
111  lies. 

BAY  NOBLE  (Victor) 

Jyove  To  Keeg  Me  Warm  and  SIuiii- 
ining  On  Park  Avenue;  Got  Your 
Health  and  To  Love  You  And  To  Lose 
You  ; Rag  Noble  Medleg  (12  incli  rec- 
ord, both  sides).  The  first  two  pairs 
have  that  sophisticated  Noble  touch. 
The  third  big  one  contains  tliose  de- 
liciously memorable  Noble  hits  of  past 
seasons  such  as  Touch  of  Your  Lips, 
Goodnight  Rireethearf,  and  The  Very 
Thought  Of  You.  But  these  memories 
practically  make  me  weep  when  I hear 
his  present  interpretations  by  a much 
inferior  band.  Let's  have  more  of  that 
old  smoothness,  Bay. 

.STEPIIANE  GBAIT’ELLY  (Decca) 

I've  Found  A New  Ruby  and  Lime- 
house  Blues.  Those  amazing  technicians 
of  the  hot  violin  and  hot  guitar,  Grap- 
pelly  and  Django  Beinhart,  give  us  the 
fourth  in  their  series  of  eagerly  await- 
ed records.  The.v.  plus  t\A’o  more  guitars 
and  a string  bass  (!)  do  their  home 
oi-ganization.  the  Hot  Club  of  France, 
very  proud.  New  Baby  is  especially 
fine. 

CHICK  WEBB  (Decca) 

Spring  Fever  Blues  and  What  .-1 
Shuffle;  Love  Marches  On  and  Gee! 
But  You're  Swell;  There's  Frost  On 
The  Moon  and  Love  You're  Just  A 
Laugh.  Ella  Fitzgerald's  vocals  in 
Spring  Fever  Blues  was  the  last  straw ; 
I simply  had  to  go  promptly  to  the 
SaA'oy  in  Harlem  and  spend  the  better 
part  of  a night  talking  “.shop”  with  her 
and  Webb,  hear  their  ultimate  in  hot 
“boog”  and  shake  their  left  and  right 
hands,  all  four,  wuth  no  end  of  vigor. 
Then,  as  if  for  spite,  their  next  two  re- 
leases were  their  worst  to  date.  Still, 
their  “bad”  is  still  plenty  good,  except 
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slowly  in  the  body,  giving 
lasting  energy  for  a long 
period.  Start  eating  more  of 
Bricher’s  Air-Conditioned 
Bread  to  increase  your  own 
supply  of  energy. 

Eat  MORE 

BAickei'^ 

BAead 

Tastier  and  Fresher 
because  it’s  Air-Conditioned 


for  the  horrible  trio  effect  in  Frost  On 
The  Moon.  What  a nightmare ! 

WILLY  I’.UY.\.NT  (Rluebirtl) 

The  Vincr's  Moan  : FRANK  TANNER. 
Tc-ra.s  Teaser.  Before  going  to  Harlem, 

I .stopped  off  at  the  Oiiy.x;  club  where 
Stuff  Smith,  greatest  of  the  Negro  vio- 
linists, reigns,  ami  liow  1 lie  tipped  me 
off  on  The  ] i/jcr's  Moan,  and  it  cer- 
tainl.v  IS  Br.vant's  masterpiece. 

ART  SlIAW  (Brunswick) 

Cream  Puff  and  Sohhin  Blues.  Shaw 
makes  the  mistake  of  tr.ving  to  sud- 
denl.v  acipiire  the  loose  and  lazy  Dixie- 
land style  rather  than  the  biting  Chi- 
cago style  to  which  his  hand  and  su- 
perlative clarinet  are  better  suited. 
His  drummer  and  bass,  whom  he  fre- 
(luently  features,  suffer  particularly 
and  completely  fail  to  deliver  any  of 
that  snap  iind  lift  expected  of  them. 
Yet  with  all  the  subsequent  stilted- 
ness, it's  still  among  the  best  releases 
of  the  month,  especially  Sohhin  Blues. 

HARRY  ROY  (Decca) 

■Ja'z  Me  Blues  and  Cheerful  Blues; 
I'm  Somehody’s  Sweetheart  Now  and 
Limehousc  Blues;  Gershwin  For  Trot 
Medley  (both  sides).  As  .someone  aptly 
put  it.  “The  Englishman,  Roy.  is  my  fa- 
vorite corny  musician.”  Wiser  words 
were  never  spoken.  His  clean,  rapid 
tinkling  style  is  definitely  old  fash- 
ioned, hut  definitely  attractive.  Take 
your  pick,  all  three  sets  are  equally 
good. 

FATS  WALLER  (Victor) 

Nero  and  Please  Keep  Me  In  Your 
Dreams;  IVho's  Afraid  Of  Love  and 
One  In  A Million.  Can’t  help  it;  but  I 
must  continue  handing  the  olive  crown 


“Fats”  Waller 

His  Hands  Rollick 

to  Fats.  Even  his  chatter  is  in  good 
form  this  mouth.  Get  an  earful  of 
Yo'o  and  learn  why  Rome  burned 
down. 

ANDY  KIRK  (Decca) 

Lady  'Who  Swinys  The  Band  and 


What  Will  I Tell  My  Heart.  Except  for 
the  vocals,  the  first  is  a fitting  tribute 
to  the  “spark”  in  Kirk’s  band,  pianist 
Mary  Lou  Williams.  Listen  to  her  join 
in.  The  second  is  a velvety  “pop”  tune 
that  threatens  to  become  a second  Cn- 
til  The  Real  Thing  Comes  Along  which, 
incidentally,  was  abso  started  on  its 
way  by  Kirk  and  Co. 

.JIMMIE  GRIER  (Brunswick) 

Who's  That  Knocking  At  My  Heart 
and  Let's  Dance  And  Dream.  A slick, 
swinging  pair  that  deserves  lots  of  or- 
chids. 

MAL  HALLET  (Decca) 

I Can't  Lose  That  Longing  For  You 
and  Oh.  Say,  Can  You  Siring ; Timber 
and  If  My  Heart  Could  Only  Talk; 
Who's  Afraid  Of  Love  and  One  In  A 
Million.  At  last  this  ordinarily  superior 
outfit  is  .getting  into  the  groove  it  was 
in  last  year.  Try  the  last ; or  all,  for 
that  matter. 

BENNY  GOODMAN  (Victor) 

You  Can  Tell  She  Comes  From  Dixie 
and  Never  Should  Have  Told  You; 
Somehody  Loves  Me  and  Jam  Session; 
Rosetta  and  7 Want  To  Be  Happy; 
This  Year's  Kisses  and  He  Ain't  Got 
Rhythm.  The  Swingmaster  at  his  usual 
best.  Jam  Session  .sounds  like  The 
Goona  Goo  with  the  wrong  label  on 
the  platter.  Very,  very  exceptional  is 
the  last  set  with  the  charming  vocals 
on  Kisses  by  Mar.garet  McCraeandthe 
gruff  vocals  on  Rhythm  by  Negro  James 
Rushing,  ordinarily  with  Count  Basie. 
Earl  Hines'  Rosetta  gets  lots  of  heat. 
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MEET  DICK  FOOTE 

Vincent  Lopez  Contest  Winner 


IN  the  recent 
contest  sponsor- 
ed  jointly  by 
this  publication 
and  Vincent  Lo- 
pez, famous  or- 
chestra leader,  the 
maestro  picked 
Foote’s  “S.  O.  S.” 
as  the  best  of  thir- 
teen numbers  writ- 
ten by  eight  Le- 
high amateur  composers. 

This  came  as  a considerable  surprise  to  those 
familiar  with  the  musical  situation  at  Lehigh,  such 
as  it  may  be;  for  not  only  is  Dick  a freshman,  but  he 
also  numbers  himself  among  those  “unimaginative 
engineers.”  Most  of  his  competitors,  meanwhile, 
were  upper-classmen  and  alumni  who  have  had  pre- 
vious experience  writing  songs  for  such  amateur 
musicals  as  our  past  and  impending  Mustard  and 
Cheese  productions. 

“The  really  peculiar  thing  about  it  all,”  as  Foote 
himself,  puts  it,  “is  that  ‘S.  O.  S.’  was  scribbled  off 
in  practically  no  time  at 
all.  1 had  worked  for  a 
great  length  of  time  on  an- 
other number  for  the  con- 
test, On  A Quiet  Moon- 
light Night.’  And  when  I 
finally  finished  it,  1 saw  1 
had  a little  spare  time  left 
and  dashed  off  the  song 
that  eventually  won.  1 
guess  that’s  the  way  it 
goes.  ” 

All  things  considered, 
he  prefers  “S.  O.  S.”  to 
the  other  piece.  The  idea 
for  the  song  came  some 
time  ago.  When  he  finally 
got  about  to  seeing  if  he 
could  develop  the  theme, 
he  chanced  to  pick  out 
some  notes  on  the  piano  that  just  seemed  to  fit  those 
three  call  letters.  This  took  place  just  after  Dick 
returned  to  school  after  the  Christmas  vacation. 
Previous  to  this  time,  he  had  never  composed  a 
song,  though  he  occasionally  dabbled  around  with 
a brief  line,  here  and  there,  that  never  came  close 
to  turning  into  anything. 

Despite  his  hope  to  be  graduated  from  Lehigh 
as  a chem  engineer,  Dick  has  always  had  music  as 
his  first  love.  It  still  is.  He  would  like  very  much  to 
eventually  settle  in  the  music  profession,  either  as  a 


player  or  a composer.  In  the  popular  field,  of  course, 
rather  than  the  classics. 

Five  years  ago,  Foote  took  up  the  trumpet.  With- 
in the  next  two  years,  he  had  a small  orchestra  of 
his  own  that  played  around  his  home  town,  Blooms- 
burg,  Pennsylvania.  The  unit  is  still  in  existence;  and 
at  present  it  is  playing  the  two  songs  he  wrote  for 
the  REVIEW-LOPEZ  contest,  in  addition  to  two 
other  numbers  he  has  done  since  competition  closed. 
At  present,  the  youthful  author  is  at  work  on  still 
other  bits  that  he  hopes  to  develop  into  tunes  as  at- 
tractive as  “S.  O.  S.  ” 

The  winning  number,  incidentally,  will  be  aired 
for  the  first  time  at  midnight,  this  Sunday,  over 
WABC  and  its  affiliated  nationwide  hook-up.  Win- 
ning melodies  from  three  other  campuses,  Rutgers, 
Columbia  and  N.  Y.  U.,  will  be  played  at  the  same 
time. 

This  summer,  and  as  soon  as  he  leaves  school 
permanently,  Dick  expects  to  join  up  with  an  or- 
chestra. He  doesn’t  expect  to  leave  school  prema- 
turely, however,  and  doesn’t  believe  his  engineering 
course  is  a waste  of  time.  “It  will  always  be  some- 
thing to  fall  back  on.  And  anyway,  it’s  interesting 

and  a broadening  educa- 
cation.  ” But  if  he  gets  the 
breaks,  his  trumpet,  bat- 
on, and  pen  will  be  his 
breadwinners. 

Foote  now  plays  for 
the  University  band.  It  is 
also  probable  that  he  will 
eventually  do  some  work 
for  future  Mustard  and 
Cheese  presentations.  In 
fact.  Instructor  A1  Rights, 
guiding  light  of  Mustard 
and  Cheese,  hopes  to  be 
able  to  use  “S.  O.  S.  ” in 
the  forthcoming  musical 
comedy,  tentatively  nam- 
ed “Far  Into  The  Night.  ” 
Other  songs  for  this  pro- 
duction were  done  by 
David  Hughes,  Jimmy  Reed,  and  Ray  Winters. 

As  for  Dick’s  personal  tastes  toward  musical 
styles,  he  says  he  has  no  particular  preference,  or 
mania.  Either  “sweet”  or  “swing”  will  do,  as  long  as 
it  s done  well.  He  likes  Lombardo  in  the  first  class 
and  Goodman  in  the  second.  His  favorite  all  round 
band  that  includes  both  methods  is  — Vincent  Lo- 
pez. 

He  believes  that  a serious  interest  in  popular 
music  has  come  to  Lehigh  to  stay,  after  the  initial 
push  given  by  last  year’s  “Prom  Trotters.” 
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The  Kind  The  Real  Indians  Wear,  Sonny 

Do  You  Let  $10,000  Words  Do  Your  Work  for  You? 

Mr.  Wheeler  Does 

By  P.  E.  P.  White 

— Illustrations  by  Goiuly 


EI.MER  WlIEELEIv.  who  is  a real 
persoii.  sells  sentences  — tested 
sentences.  Not  l.\ric.  ornamental 
ones  like  Roosevelt  campaign  speeches, 
not  classical  (piotations. 

Elmer  Wheeler's  Tested  sentences 
are  special.  They  are  modern,  stream- 
lined, laboratory-polished  word-groups 
worth  anywhere  up  to  .$10, 0(H)  apiece, 
Mr.  Wheeler  says.  And  he  has  10.5,00() 
of  them,  all  bright  and  shiny  and  efli- 
cient  and  Tested  tui  twenty  million  peo- 
ple. 

The  nice  thing  about  Mr.  Wheeler's 
sentences  is  not  that  they  are  animat- 
oecetical  or  grammatically  balanced 
like  liincoln's  ‘•(lovernment  of  the  peo- 
l)le,  by  the  people,  for  the  people,  shall 
not  perish  from  the  earth,"  or  pointed 
like  Racon's  “He  that  hath  wife  and 
children  hath  given  hostages  to  for- 
tune," or  even  intelligent : "Me  for  a 
spot  of  shuteye."  (Alfred  Lord  Tenny- 
son I . ^Ir.  Wheeler's  Tested  sentences 
<lo  not  necessarily  please  the  ear.  Or 
even  the  mind. 

Rut  they  do  sell  things. 

At  selling  things,  they  are  peach\' 
:ind  double-p<‘achy. 

Eor  ten  .vears.  ^Ir.  M'heeler  has  been 
collecting  these  sentences,  Testing 
them  out,  assaying  and  refining  them. 
Some  of  them  are  so  powerful  he  has 
to  restrict  their  working  hours,  for  fear 
of  overselling  the  country  and  upset- 
ting the  law  of  supr>ly  and  demand. 

E.xaggeration?  Not  at  all.  One  Test- 
ed sentence  that  wriggled  its  way  into 
Saks  resulted  in  a complete  sell-out  of 
toothbrushes,  in  less  than  a week;  an- 
other increased  Rarbasol  sales  at  Sears 
Roebuck  104  per  cent.  Potent  things, 
these  words  of  IMr.  Wheeler. 

Here  is  a sample,  a real  $10,000 


phrase  from  the  Tested  selling  labora- 
tory : 

The  k’tiiil  the  real  Indiann  irear, 
soiniii. 

Simiile.  isn't  it?  Not  spectacular  at 
:ill.  Rut  it  sets  you  thinking.  It  sets 
little  toys  thinking,  too.  Mr.  Wheeler 
found  out.  11(>  t<dd  shoestore  salesmen 
who  wanted  to  increase  sideline  sales 
of  leather  children's  moccasins,  just  to 
put  the  moccasins  in  front  of  the  little 
boy  and  sa\'  the  magic  words,  “The 
kiml  the  real  Indians  wear,  sonny." 

"That  sentence  would  so  fire  the  lit- 
ll(>  1 oy's  imagination,"  says  IMr.  Wheel- 
(M-.  "lhat  he  woiild  slide  down  off  the 
chair  and  pick  up  those  Indian  moc- 
casins. and  he  became  an  assistant 
salesman  and  began  to  wtu'k  on  his 
mother."  The  boy  didn't  care  how  well 
the  moccasins  were  made,  whether  they 
were  healthy  or  unhealthy  for  his  feet; 
all  he  cared  about  was  that  he  would 
I e able  to  wear  them  in  front  of  all 
the  kids  in  the  neighborhood  and  say 
“Whoopie.  the  kind  the  real  Indians 
w(>a  r." 

You  see  the  idea.  The  Tested  selling 
sentence  is  siin]tl\'  a bunch  of  words 
handpicked  from  the  torrent  of  sales- 
talk  poured  out  everywhere,  every  day  ; 
a 1 unch  of  words  proved  best  b.v  test, 
proved  to  touch  the  real  weak  spot,  the 
action-siiot.  iu  any  customer's  sales  re- 
sistance. “M'ould  yon  like  to  i)uy  some 
slmving  cream?"  is  a two-cent  ))hrase. 
Its  $l().(](i()  (>(]uivalent  is; 

Iloir  iroiild  yon  like  to  .save  sir 
inhintc.s'  sliariay  every  moniiny, 
siy:> 

coujiled.  of  course,  with  a follow-up. 
The  Tested  sentence  for  selling  tooth- 
paste (at  a Sclnilte  counter)  is  not 
■'How  are  you  fixed  for  toothpaste  to- 
day?" but; 

Have  you  ever  used  the  smoker's 
tooth  pasted 

They  get  your  attention  right  away. 

and  hold  it.  Pretty  clever. 

Tested  sentences  are  used  in  less  ob- 
vious fields  than  direct  selling.  You 
hear  them  daily;  you  don't  notice  them 
l)ecause  a good  .sentence  is  never  no- 
ticed. it  is  just  effective.  The  head- 
waiter  who  sees  a woman  enter  a res- 
taurant by  herself  does  not  ask  if  she 


is  “alone,”  he  does  not  ask  if  she  wants 
a “single  table,”  the  connotation  may 
be  bad  for  her  appetite.  Th(>  right 
phrase  is; 

Table  for  onet 

To  ipiiet  a customer  who  is  too  evi- 
dently on  the  hall,  the  waiter  uses 
these  wizard  words; 

It  must  he  wovdcrful  to  he  so 
happy! 

And  they  are  good.  too.  Just  think 
them  over. 

Attractive,  this  concept  of  hidden 
.sentence-treasure.  Elmer  ^Yheeler  has 
the  copyright  on  the  first  hundred-and- 
tive  thousand  gems,  but  there  are  lots 
of  others.  You  simply  have  to  he  on 
the  lookout  for  them,  and  then  you 
test  them  on  people  and  if  you  get  re- 


“C'mon;  ll'ou't  Hiircha” 


suits — who  knows,  it  may  mean  money. 

Somewhere  in  the  confused  maze  of 
Rrown  and  ^Yhite  editorial  offerings 
must  be  the  magic  phrase  that  thunder- 
struck the  Dance  committee  and  brought 
us  Hal  Kemp;  somewhere  in  Billy 
Sheridan's  instructions  to  his  gladia- 
continued  on  page  24 
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RESCUE 


HK  saw  the  body  fall  straight 
down  from  the  bridge  rail  twen- 
ty-five yards  from  where  he 
stood.  As  he  ran  toward  the  point 
from  which  the  man  had  jumped,  he 
shucked  his  coat.  He  saw  a white  face 
turn  up  in  the  water  beneath  him,  an 
arm  reached  out,  fingers  clutching. 
There  was  a scream  and  then  silence. 
He  twisted  off  eacli  shoe  and  slipped 
his  pants.  A quick  vault,  and  he  was 
standing  on  the  parapet. 

The  water  was  a chill,  slimy  gi’ey. 
He  hooked  his  toes  around  the  rough 
concrete,  took  a breath,  bent  his  knees, 
and  pushed  out.  As  he  started  to  fall, 
he  tucked  his  chin  and  straightened 
his  l)ody. 

Something  hit  him  hard  on  the  crown 
of  his  head.  His  shirt  pulled  at  his 
shoulders,  and  tlien  he  felt  it  give  as 
it  ripped  under  the  pull  of  the  water. 
His  knees  bent  and  his  calves  struck 
the  surface  stingingly. 

He  turned  his  head  up  and  stroked 
for  tile  surface.  The  light  was  a dirty 
yellow-green.  The  surface  did  not  look 
much  lighter  than  the  rest  of  the  wa- 
ter. His  head  broke  clear,  and  he  threw 
himself  as  far  up  as  he  could,  looking 
for  some  sign  to  show  where  the  man 
had  gone  down.  There  was  nothing. 
The  river  waves  were  unbroken.  The 
cold  of  the  water  struck  at  his  legs. 

Then  he  saw  it.  Two  bubbles  rose 
and  broke  just  a few  yards  in  front 
of  him.  He  took  three  strokes,  grab- 
bed a full  breath,  ducked  his  head, 
and  dove  for  the  bottom.  It  got  darker 
and  darker  as  he  went  down.  The 
water  pressed  against  his  head  heav- 
ily. His  hands 
looked  pale  and 
pulpy  against  the 
murky  background 
of  the  silty  water. 

He  touched  the 
soft  muck  of  the 
river  bottom.  Fine 
particles  of  mud 
floated  up  around 
him,  obscuring  all 
vision.  He  half 
swam  and  half 
crawled  along  the 
bottom,  feeling  as 
he  went  and  look- 
ing with  wide  eyes 
for  the  white 


by- 

Eric  Weiss 


gleam  that  would  be  the  body.  His 
ears  pounded.  His  mind  dulled  and 
panic  seized  him  for  a minute.  He  re- 
leased a bubble  of  air. 

His  motions  (piickened.  His  body 
shrieked  for  oxygen.  He  turned  his 
face  upward,  thrust  off  from  the  muck 
with  one  foot  and  swam  for  the  sur- 
face. His  head  broke  water  and  he 
breathe<l  deeply.  Long  full  gasps  of 
air  filled  his  lungs  and  cleared  his 
brain.  He  took  three  more  deep  gulps 
and  then  went  into  another  surface 
dive,  throwing  his  legs  clear  of  the 
water  to  get  more  depth. 

The  cold  hit  him  in  the  pit  of  the 
stomach.  Something  pressed  his  nostrils 
shut.  There  was  a pounding  on  his 
temples.  With  two  strokes  he  was  on 
the  bottom  again.  Belly  down,  he  crept 
ahead,  feeling  and  looking.  He  saw 
nothing.  His  mind  dimmed.  His  search 
became  merely  mechanical.  His  thoughts 
were  all  on  his  next  breath.  Panic 
came  in  quick  surges  and  he  threw  it 
off.  If  he  didn’t  find  that  guy  in  a 
hurry,  he  might  as  well  give  up. 

A white  flash  caught  his  eye.  He 
turned  and  felt.  Something  limp  and 
fish-cold  turned  lifelessly  in  his  fing- 
ers. It  was  a hand.  He  felt  up  the  arm 
to  the  shoulder.  The  body  was  lying 
face  down  on  the  bottom  and  he  had 
to  dig  into  the  slime  to  get  his  hand 


under  the  chin.  He  planted  his  feet 
solidly  and  lifted.  The  head  came  back 
and  then  the  body  lifted.  It  wasn’t 
heavy  but  it  moved  sluggishly.  His 
lungs  were  straining  and  his  head 
reeled. 

Holding  the  body  with  his  right 
hand,  he  pushed  off  from  the  muck 
and  swam  for  the  top  with  his  free 
arm.  Unable  to  hold  it  any  longer,  he 
let  all  his  breath  out  in  a rush.  The 
bubbles  had  a faint  yellow  tinge  as 
they  passed  his  eyes.  Without  air  in 
his  lungs,  his  body  redoubled  its  clamor 
for  oxygen.  He  swam  frantically. 

His  head  cleared  the  surface.  With 
face  thrown  back,  he  took  a breath  and 
at  the  same  time  pulled  the  limp  form 
up.  A quick  glance  to  see  which  shore 
was  closest,  and  then  he  started  to 
swim.  After  one  stroke  he  turned  on 
his  back,  gripped  the  man’s  hair  with 
his  left  hand,  freed  his  right  hand,  and 
started  his  side  stroke  for  shore. 

The  body  floated  peacefully,  its  legs 
siigging.  A small  wave  slapped  his  face, 
sending  a sheet  of  water  over  his  eyes 
and  into  his  mouth.  He  shook  his  head, 
swallowed  some  of  the  brackish  stuff, 
and  looked  back  to  see  if  he  was  keep- 
ing the  man’s  face  out  of  the  river.  The 
bottom  silt  had  given  the  face  a grimy, 
splotched  appearance. 

He  swam  steadily,  his  legs  moving  in 
a vigorous  scissors  and  his  free  arm 
keeping  him  moving  between  kicks.  He 
knew  that  the  drag  of  the  body  was 
cutting  his  speed,  but  he  was  surprised 
to  see  how  little  headway  he  was  mak- 
ing. He  settled  down  to  a long  pull. 

The  cold  no  longer  touched  him.  He 
was  just  tired  all 
over.  His  limgs 
were  raw  for  air. 
His  breathing  was 
quick  and  short. 
It  hardly  seemed 
worthwhile,  but 
he  kept  going,  left 
arm  stiff  and  right 
arm  digging. 

His  quick  gasps 
for  air  scraped  his 
throat  dry.  His 
eyes  seemed  cov- 
ered with  a wat- 
ery film.  His  left 
arm  was  parting 
at  the  joint. 
Both  legs  were 
continued  on  page  27 
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TREASURE  TROVE 

Mr.  Leach’s  Second  Floor  Room  Holds  Wealth  Whose  Material 
Value  Runs  Into  Six  Figures  — In  Cultural  and  Historical 
Worth,  Who  Can  Price  It? 

By  Hotvard  J.  Lewis 


Under  Glass  Covers,  Rarettes  of 
Literature 


IN  1887  William  Harris  Chandler 
hou^'ht  for  the  Lehifili  Liln-ary  a 
copy  of  Shakespeare's  First  Folio  for 
the  sum  of  six  hundred  and  fifty  dol- 
lars. In  less  than  fifty  years  that  single 
copy  has  attained  an  approximate 
value  of  fifty  thousand  dollars.  Another 
eopy  of  the  same  edition  has  recently 
heen  sold  for  sixty-two  thousand  dol- 
lars. Small  wonder  is  it  that  five  years 
ago  Lehigh  university  donated  a room 
of  its  new  lihrary  for  the  storage  of 
this  and  etpially  val- 
uable volumes. 

The  new  room  was 
called  the  treasure  room 
and  rightly  so.  It  con- 
tains four  volumes  of 
Audulioii's  hand-colored 
first  editions  worth  from 
seven  to  ten  thousand 
dollars,  six  volumes  of 
Shakespeare’s  first  tour 
folios.  of  inestimable 
value,  and  also  the  old- 
est European  Bible  in 
this  country,  an  ancient 
treatise  on  alchemy, 
called  by  one  expert  the 
most  thorough  and  val- 
uable in  the  entire  country.  These  and 
about  three  thousand  more  hooks  have 
heen  placed  in  this  department  under 
the  supervision  of  Mr.  Howard  Seavoy 
Leach,  Lehigh’s  chief  librarian. 

These  hooks  in  the  treasure  room 
have  not  heen  a steady  accumulation. 
The  collection  represents  mostly  gifts 
from  two  or  three  generous  godfathers 
and  hooks  taken  out  of  circulation  be- 
cause of  their  value.  Reason  number 
one  is  that  most  university  libraries 
are  content  to  wait  for  endowments  or 
gifts  and  reason  nuniher  two  is  that 
Mr.  Leach  gets  about  fifteen  thousand 
dollars  a year,  spends  three  thousand 
for  binding,  four  thousand  for  i)eriod- 
icals.  (piite  a hit  for  new  hooks,  of 
course,  and  the  rest  for  God  knows 


what.  Yet  last  year  he  had  enough  left 
to  bring  back  two  display  cases  full  of 
poems  and  paintings  done  by  William 
Blake,  the  wildly  imaginative  artist  of 
eighteen  century  England.  Lehigh’s 
collection  rweived  no  unnoticeable 
boost  when  the  generous  Eckley  Coxe 
willed  his  hibliophilic  fortune  of  ten 
thousand  volumes  to  the  Lehigh  Li- 
brary, the  most  valuable  pieces  being 
destined  to  make  a goodly  portion  of 
Lehigh’s  new  exhibition.  From  Robert 
Honeyman.  Jr.,  of  the  class  of  1920 
came  a good  nuniher  of  technical  vol 
nines  of  genuine  and  universal  interest, 
the  first  editions  of  I'tolemaic  Geo- 
graphy, Euclidian  Geometry. 

Intended  to  be  of  special  interest  to 
students  are  the  several  display  cases 


containing  those  volumes  of  timely  sig- 
nificance and  appeal.  The  most  spoken- 
of  section  of  the  whole  room  is  that 
ca.se  which  encloses  the  historical  doc- 
uments describing  those  events  taking 
lilace  in  the  well-known  trilogy  of  II. 
M.  S.  Bounty.  ^Ir.  Leach  reports  that 
Messrs.  Nordhoff  and  Hall  could  have 
done  an  excellent  job  on  Captain  Bligh 
and  his  shipmates  without  stirring  out 
of  the  treasure  room,  for  there  are  all 
the  details  necessary.  Shown  are  Cap- 
tain Bligh’s  own  story  of  the  mutiny 
and  his  subse(]uent  drifting,  the  story 
of  Alexander  Smith,  last  surviving 
member  of  Pitcairn’s  first  settler,  writ- 
ten by  himself  and  all  events  prior  to 
1815.  and  several  earlier  books  delin- 
eating the  same  happenings  as  later 
described  in  the  trilogy. 

Just  as  complete  is  the  case  holding 
the  signature  of  every  president  of 
these  United  States,  each  at  the  bot- 
tom of  a letter  except  that  of  Andrew 
.lohnson.  Most  enviable  style  of  writing 
is  that  possessed  by  George  Washing- 
ton. who  clips  his  letters  short  with  a 
little  message  like  this ; I am  D Sir 
yr  most  oh’  & aft’-e.  Serv’t 

Go  "Washington. 

Most  of  the  letters  from  our  later 
presidents  are  addressed  to  Lehigh  uni- 
versity. One  or  two  arouse  the  slight- 
est suspicion  of  pretext,  but  others  are 
personal  and  newsy  letters  to  the  late 
l>r.  Drinker.  One  in  particular,  from 
William  Howard  Taft,  deals  lengthily 
with  the  proposed  toll  rates  of  some 
canal,  probably  the  Panama. 

Another  letter,  of  even  more  histor- 
ical interest,  brings  back  to  memory 
the  oft-repeat(‘d  bit  of  historical  legen- 
(Iry  surrounding  Abraham  Lincoln,  the 
old  tale  of  Lincoln’s  mercy  in  pardon- 
ing a .\(>ung  deserter  from  the  death 
penalty.  It  was  well-loved  but  usually 
taken  with  more  or  less  a grain  of  salt. 
Then  it  is  gratifying  that  we  have  in 
our  library  this  letter  from  Abraham 
IJncoln  to  the  Attorney -General : 

Dear  Sir: 

This  will  he  presented  by  William  P. 
Grace  for  whom  please  have  a pardon 


Within  These  Oalc-Panelled  Walls,  Many  Books,  Many  Maps, 
Many  Papers,  Much  Treasure 
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DEAR,  DEAR,  SIR: 

Some  Letters  Salvaged  from  Various  Waste  Baskets 
About  the  Campus 


Chairman,  Student  Lecture  Series 
Lehiprh  University 
Dear  Sir : 

If  William  Beehe  insists  on  hreak- 
injf  his  lecture  dates,  let  him.  We  can 
always  get  someone  to  tell  us  about 
the  fish  he  has  seen.  But  if  you  really 
want  something  different  at  Lehigh 
that  will  pack  the  house,  how  about 
having  a famous  Russian  dancing 
troupe  down  for  a performance?  It 
doesn’t  make  any  difference  what 
troupe,  just  as  long  as  it  features  Gyp- 
sy Rose  Lee.  the  Russian  from  Min- 
sky's-on-the-Yolga. 

We  insist  that  you  can  still  be  an 
engineer  and  go  in  for  culture.  So 
how's  about  Miss  Lee? 

Intensely  yours. 

The  Allento^Yn  Group. 

Dear  Dean  Curtis, 

I hear  that  you  got  a C iii  your 
Shakespeare  course  from  Professor 
Smitli? 

Yours  truly, 

“Yalentine”  Bill. 

Mr.  Howard  Leach 
Librarian,  Lehigh  University 
Bethleliem,  I’a. 

Dear  Mr.  Leach  ; 

I have  two  questions  to  ask:  (1)  If 
you  were  lost  on  a deserted  island, 
what  three  l)ooks  would  you  want  to 
have  with  you?  (2)  If  you  were  lo.st 
on  the  third  floor  stacks  looking  for 
the  fourth  floor  steps,  what  three  is- 
lands would  you  want  to  have  with 
you  ? 

Signed  : 

Bewildered  Senior. 

Franklin  I).  Roosevelt 
The  White  House 
Washington,  D.  C, 

M.\'  Dear  Mr.  President : 

Two  years  ago  we  invited  you  to 
open  house  so  that  we  could  get  a 
letter  of  acknowledgement  from  you 
and  thus  have  your  signature  for  our 
treasure  room.  Unfortunately,  the  ink 
has  faded  horribly.  So  now  we’re  in- 
viting you  to  our  Military  ball  to  pick 
the  winner  of  our  beauty  contest.  But 


when  you  write  your  refusal,  please 
use  some  of  our  tax  money  on  some 
.good,  indelible  ink. 

Thank  you 

The  Administration 
Lehigh  University. 

P.  S. — Sorry  we  voted  for  . . . let’s  see, 
what  was  his  name?  . . . yes,  Landon. 
Plea.se  let  by-byes  be  bye-byes. 

The  A. 


Mrs.  Wm.  Brown  Meloney 
Editor  of  ‘‘This  Week” 

Sundaj'  Herald-Tribune 

Dear  Mrs.  Meloney : 

Why  hasn't  Dr.  Carothers  been  writ- 
ing any  more  of  his  passionately  re- 
ceived articles  on  how  to  cure  the 
world?  ^Ye  never  have  any  more  ma- 
terial to  fill  our  first  page. 

Could  we  sell  you  an  ad? 

The  Staff 

“The  Brown  and  White” 
Lehigh  University. 

.1.  Edgar  Hoover 

Washington,  I).  C.,  (or  have  you  left?) 
National  7171!  National  7171!: 

Come  (piickly.  First  semester  grades 
have  been  just  given  out  and  we  are 
certain  to  have  another  out-cropping  of 
missing  students.  Send  up  a.gents  71  to 
4.33,  inclusive. 

As  ever 

Dean  IMcConn.  Lehigh. 

Dear  Stinky : 

One  of  our  lu'others  tells  us  you’re 
lou.sy  with,  and  from,  dough.  But  the 
first  is  what  counts  most,  because  we 
charge  plenty  for  everything  at  Zeta 
Zeta  Zeta  Alpha.  We  have  a smelly  old 
room  on  the  third  floor  that  you  could 
use:  and  anyway,  we  need  someone  to 
carry  our  trunks  around.  So  what 
about  joining  Zeta  Zeta  Zeta  Alpha? 
Sucker.  . . . 

Slats  Murphy 
President, 

Zeta  Zeta  Zeta  Alpha. 


Frederick  A.  Bradford 
Professor  of  Money  and  Banking 
Lehigh  University 

Dear  Friend : 

Do  you  want  to  make  a lot  of  easy 
money  a sound  way?  Just  keep  this 
chain  letter  going.  Send  one  (1)  dol- 
lar to  the  name  at  the  top  of  the  list, 
add  yours  to  the  bottom,  and  mail  a 
similar  letter  to  five  of  your  friends. 
In  three  weeks,  .you  will  receive 
.$194..‘?G().43.  See,  it’s  easy.  Money  will 
be  created  where  none  was  before. 

DON’T  BREAK  THE  CHAIN ! 

Ward  Bishop,  assistant  professor  of 
economics. 

Elmer  Bratt.  assistant  professor  of 
economics. 

James  A.  Farley,  postmaster-general. 

Edward  Cressman,  janitor,  Christ- 
mas-Saucon. 

Greta  Garbo,  actress. 

Dear  Mr.  John  R.  Tunis: 

You  have  always  interested  us  very 
much.  Even  before  you  retired  from 
your  very  active  life  to  devote  your 
time  to  eulogizing  Lehigh,  we  were 
fascinated  by  your  critical  magazine 
work  and  your  exciting  tennis  articles. 
And  now  that  you  have  become  our 
champion,  your  soul  and  ours  have 
merged  in  a sort  of  mutual,  transcen- 
dent love.  We  have  always  liked  peo- 
[ile  who  stuck  up  for  our  side,  even  if 
down  deep  we  hardly  felt  worthy  of 
the  support. 

^Yhen  in  describing  the  results  of  the 
Cai-negie  Foundation  investigation  of 
higher  education,  you  single  us  out. 
among  all  the  schools,  as  the  college 
where  students  ‘‘really  learn  some- 
thing,” you  became  our  favorite  scribe. 
Finally,  when  you  wrote  in  a recent 
American  Mercurn  that  we  were  one  of 
the  three  most  progressive  universities 
in  the  country,  \vell  . . . words  fail  us. 
After  all,  it  was  you  who  wrote  the 
book  "Was  College  Worth  While?” 
which  seemed  to  do  anything  but  com- 
pliment the  values  of  the  higher 
schools.  And  you’re  a Harvard  man. 

continued  on  page  IS 
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MUSICAL  MONOMANIA 

If  You  Are  a Music  - Lover  and  Have  a Sense  of 
Humor,  Beware! 

By  Coleman  Citret 


There  is  extant  in  America,  and 
practically  every  other  English 
speaking  country  of  the  globe,  one 
type  of  monomaniac  which  the  psychol- 
ogists have  as  yet  failed  to  psychoana- 
lyze. 

• A suitable  nom  de  guerre,  such  as  the 
swing  term,  alligator,  (a  non-perform- 
ing listener  well  versed  in  the  intrica- 
cies of  the  art  of  swing),  has  never 
been  devised  to  describe  my  subject. 
Right  now  his  ranks  are  larger  than 
ever  and  are  swelling  at  an  alarming 
rate.  I say  alarming  advisedly.  Since 
such  is  the  case,  perhaps  a warning  at 
this  point  would  be  particularly  pro- 
pitious. If  you  are  a music-lover  and 
have  a sense  of  humor,  beware. 

Getting  back  to  the  classification  of 
my  demented  friends,  no  convenient 
name  being  applicable,  we  can  refer  to 
them  only  by  their 
full  name,  Gilbert 
and  Sullivan  fans. 

Probably  a lot  of  you 
think  you  are  Gilbert 
and  Sullivan  fans ; 
but  I doubt  it.  Tak- 
ing part  in  one  or 
two  high  school  per- 
formances, with  per- 
haps an  additional 
camp  presentation 
thrown  in,  does  not 
make  a true  fan.  The 
true  devotee  of  this 
quixotic  art  such  as 
I,  with  mingled 
shame  and  pride, 
claim  to  be,  can  start 
at  the  beginning  of 
any  one  of  five  or  six 
of  the  Gilbert  and 
Sullivan  Operas  and 
sing  you,  willy  - nilly, 
through  to  the  end.  choruses  excluded. 
-Vnd  those  can  be  taken  up  one  part  at 
a time. 

There  are,  no  doubt,  some  of  you  to 
whom  the  gist  of  my  remarks  has  been 
somewhat  ephemeral  and  elusive.  To 
you.  although  you  are  probably  in  the 
minority,  I dedicate  my  e.xplanatory  re- 
marks. In  the  late  1870's  Arthur  Sulli- 
van was  the  idol  and  darling  of  British 
mu.sic.  Still  a young  man,  he  had  al- 
ready been  knigted  by  Queen  Victoria. 
He  was  the  conductor  of  the  popular 
London  I’romenade  concerts,  tlie  social 
lion  of  "arty”  circles,  and  the  success- 
ful composer  of  several  light  operas 
with  libretti  by  writers  of  the  day. 
These  operas  were  written  for  and 
produced  by  a man  named  Richard 
D’Oyly  Carte.  Among  the  dramatists 
writing  for  D’Oyly  Carte  was  the  satir- 
ist and  comic  poet,  William  S.  Gilbert. 
It  was  Carte  who  conceived  the  idea 


of  lu’inging  these  two  men  together.  By 
the  simple  device  of  asking  Sullivan  to 
write  the  music  to  a play  by  Gilbert. 
“The  Sorcerer."  Carte  founded  his  own 
fortune,  those  of  both  Gilbert  and  Sul- 
livan. and  gave  to  the  world  those  un- 
rivalled gems  of  mu- 
sical nonsense  and 
satire. 

From  that  day  on 
the  names  of  Gilbert 
and  Sullivan  have 
been  inseparably 
coupled  in  one  of  the 
strongest  traditions 
of  the  English  speak- 
ing theatre.  D’Oyly 
Carte  had  in  his  em- 
play,  a company  of 
singers  and  actors 
which  he  used  in  the 
nriginal  presentations 
of  the  operas.  This 
company,  taken  over 
by  Rupert  D'Oyly 
Carte  at  his  father’s 
death,  using  the  or- 
iginal scores  and 
manuscripts.  and 
training  every  actor 
and  singer  as  an  understudy  for  at  least 
two  years  before  assuming  leads,  is 
still  in  existence.  At  the  present  mo- 
ment they  are  enjoying  an  extremely 
successful  tour  of  the  United  States 
after  having  a four  month  run  in  New 
York. 

The  true  sufferer  from  the  Gilbert 
and  Sullivan  mania  can  tell  you  the 
names  and  life  history  of  all  the  prin- 
cii)al  actors  in  the  company  from  Syd- 
ney Granville,  who  performed  under 
the  direction  of  Gilbert  himself  before 
the  latter's  death  in  ltX)7,  down  to 
Brenda  Bennett,  the  Canadian  girl  now 
singing  the  soprano  leads. 

Some  time  ago  the  Victor  company 
made  a complete  set  of  recordings  of 
the  Gilbert  and  Sullivan  operas  per- 
formed by  the  D'Oyly  Carte  company. 
.Tust  now  Victor  is  engaged  in  making 
a new  series,  prompted  by  the  success 
of  the  old  one.  Their  first  release  of- 


fered to  the  public  is  the  ever  popular 
"Mikado.”  This  is  probably  the  best 
known  of  all  the  Gilbert  and  Sullivan 
works.  It  is  the  story  of  the  love  of 
Nanki-Poo,  the  son  of  the  Mikado,  dis- 
guised as  the  second  trombonist  in  the 
village  band  of  Titipu  and  a runaway 
from  the  matrimonial  clutches  of  the 
elderly  lady  Katisha,  for  the  fair  young 
maid.  Yum-yum.  Yum-yum  had  seen 
Xanki-Poo  playing  in  the  village  band 
and  had  fallen  in  love  with  him.  But 
alas,  she  was  engaged  to  marry  her 
guardian,  Ko-ko,  Lord  High  Exeention- 
er  of  Titipu. 

Obstacles  Arise 

The  story  of  Koko’s  rise  to  this  ex- 
alted position  is  worth  the  telling.  The 
Mikado,  in  order  to  foster  amatory  con- 
stancy, had  made  flirting  a capital  of- 
fense. Ko-ko,  an  unknown  tailor,  had 
been  convicted  of  flirting  and  was  con- 
sequently condemned  to  death.  But  the 
citizens  of  Titipu  found  a loophole  in 
the  law.  Ko-ko,  being  next  on  the  list 
for  the  dubious  honor  of  public  execu- 
tion and  funeral  at  the  state’s  expen.se, 
was  raised  to  the  rank  Lord  High  Exe- 
cutioner. Here  he  found  himself  in  the 
anomalous  position  of  his  own  intend- 
ed executioner.  But  here  was  the 
catch : to  perform  his  duty  on  himself 
would  be  suicide ; and  suicide  was  a 


crime,  and  further,  a crime  punishable 
by  death.  Hence  Ko-ku  lived ; and  all 
tliose  convicted  of  flirting  after  him 
could  not  be  executed  until  Ko-ko’s 
continued  on  page  26 
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pi-ior  sentence  was  carried  out.  This 
sort  of  nonsense  continues  through  the 
whole  l>lay,  until  all  the  deserving  peo- 
ple are  quite,  quite  happy. 

Recording  Excellent 

The  recording  of  the  Mikado  is  prac- 
tically faultless,  mechanically.  Artisti- 
cally, it  has  one  flaw.  That  lies  in  the 
])art  of  Ko-ko  as  sung  by  Martyn 
Green.  Green  is  essentially  an  actor, 
not  a singer.  On  the  stage,  his  Ko-ko 
is  one  of  the  outstanding  pieces  of  con- 
temporary Gilbert  and  Sullivan  per- 
forming, but  on  the  record  it  falls 
•somewhat  short  of  the  job  done  by 
Sir  Henry  Lytton  on  the  old  recording. 
Perhaps  such  a comi)arison  is  unfair, 
since  Lytton  is  the  most  famous  Ko-ko 
(>\'(>r  to  appear  on  the  stage.  But  some- 
one accustomed  to  I^ytton  cannot  help 
being  disiippointed  by  Green.  The  rest 
of  the  company  is  sans  reproche.  Syd- 
ney Granville  as  Pooh-Bah.  Lord  High 
Everything  Else,  the  companion  to  the 
Lord  High  E.xecutioner,  is  excellent  in 
the  part.  Derek  Oldham,  the  prince  of 
(J.  & S.  tenors,  as  Nanki-Poo,  Leslie 
Rands,  Marjorie  Eyre,  and  Brenda 
Bennett  are  all  true  Savoyards.  (The 
Savoy  theatre  in  London  is  the  home 
of  the  D'Oyly  Carte  company;  hence 
tlie  name  Savoyards). 

Gill)ert  and  Sullivan  had  produced 
several  successful  operas  before  they 
Iiad  their  first  serious  argument.  Sulli- 
van wjinted  something  more  serious, 
more  sniistantial.  So  did  Gilbert. 
D'Oyly  Carte  and  the  public  objected. 
The  public  usually  objected  to  Gilbert’s 
attempts  to  be  serious.  Like  all  great 
siitirists,  William  Schwenck  Gilbert 
was  a bitter  man.  To  him,  the  light 
oiK'i-as  were  nothing  more  than  a con- 
venient source  of  income.  His  serious 
work  was  his  dramatic  composition 
:ind  his  novel  writing.  In  the  operas 
tile  public  laughed  with  him,  but  in 


the  .serious  writings 
the.v  laughed  at  him. 

As  a result  there  was 
a continual  misan- 
thropic strain  under- 
lying Gilbert's  writ- 
ing and  speech.  It 
was  most  notable  in 
his  conversations.  He 
was  always  ready 
with  some  withering 
remark  not  always 
launched  without 
malice.  He  was  es- 
pecially contemptu- 
ous of  the  pseudo-in- 
tellectuals. There  is 
an  a u t h e n t icated 
story  of  his  meeting 
with  a feminine  mem- 
ber of  the  class 
known  as  nouveau 
riche.  The  lady  evi- 
dently did  not  know 
that  the  composer 
Bach  was  dead  .some 
two  or  more  centuries 
and  in  the  course  of  the  conversation 
she  asked  Gilbert.  “And  what  is  death, 
deah  Bach  (pronounced  Baltch  by  her) 
composing  just  now?"  Gilbert  turned  a 
withering  eye  upon  her  and  replied, 
“Madam,  just  now  deah  Baitch  is  de- 
i-omposing.” 

Gilbert  seemed  to  enjoy  such  misan- 
tliroi>ic  encounters  with  people,  but 
i^ullivan  was  quite  different.  He  was 
a courtier  and  was  consequently  knight- 
ed early  in  life  by  (jueen  Victoria.  Gil- 
bert, because  of  his  lampoons  of  British 
government  and  his  digs  at  the  queen 
herself,  did  not  receive  this  honor  un- 
til Edward  VII  came  to  the  throne. 

Team  Work  Important 

Individually  and  personally  neither 
Gilbert  nor  Sullivan  would  probably 
be  remeud)ered  today.  But  as  a team 
they  accomplished  something  never 
done  before  or  since.  Almost  every  mu- 
sical comedy  produced  since  their  day 
has  stolen  .something  from  them  in 
either  plot,  character,  or  music.  And 
none  have  been  as  good.  There  is  a 
certain  light  hearted  gaiety  about  these 
operas  which  enthralls  one.  Yet  there 
is  the  underlying  strain  of  dramatic 
truth  and  correspondence  to  fact  which 
makes  them  lasting.  Sullivan  has  had 
his  peers  in  light  opera ; Victor  Her- 
bert, Jules  Offenbach,  and  others  are 
among  them.  Gilbert  has  had  his  peers 
as  a satirist  in  Swift.  Voltaire. 
But  never  have  two  men  in  these  fields 
overla|)ped  and  dovetailed  so  perfectly. 
1 tliink  it  is  in  this  fact  that  the  ex- 
planation of  the  charm  of  the  Gil- 
l)ert  and  Sullivan  operas  lies. 

Yet  such  perfect  teamwork  is  at 
times  hard  to  understand.  Gilbert  and 


Sullivan  were  never  close  friends ; and 
the  innate  differences  in  their  person- 
alities make  the  coordinate  perfection 
of  joint  work  seem  anomalous.  Each 
to  the  other  was  not  more  than  a bus- 
iness associate,  a man  to  be  helped 
liy  and  to  help,  but  not  a man  to  be 
cultivated  as  a i>ersonal  friend.  There 
is  little  or  no  truth  in  the  tradition 
tliat  Gilbert  and  Sullivan  hated  each 
other.  But  it  is  true  that  they  were  not 
temperamentally  matched,  as  in  gen- 
erally true  in  contacts  between  a satir- 
ical misanthrope  and  a gifted,  apple- 
pollishing  courtier.  The  final  split  be- 
tween the  two  came  over  a trivial  mat- 
ter of  some  two  hundred  dollars,  the 
payment  for  a rug  D’Oyly  Carte  had 
installed  in  the  Savoy  Theatre. 

Until  the  final  argument  over  the 
carpet.  Carte  had  always  been  success- 
ful in  bringing  them  together.  Their 
work  after  the  reunions  never  reflect- 
ed their  animosity.  Each  opera  writ- 
ten under  such  circumstances  was  char- 
acteristic of  them.  It  was  light,  deli- 
cious. a7ul,  in  a word,  typically  G.  & S. 

Because  of  this  the  dyed-in-the-wool 
fan  can  listen  to  Gilbert  and  Sullivan 
for  hours  on  end,  that  he  will  scrape 
together  every  last  cent  to  see  and  hear 
the  D'Oyly  Carte  company  on  its  visits 
to  America,  save  for  months  to  pur- 
chase a .set  of  the  recordings,  form  as- 
sociations with  central  offices  in  New 
York,  publish  a newspaper,  make 
friends  with  every  G.  & S.  fan  in  his 
home  town  and  in  every  neighboring 
town,  and  try  to  convert  every  music 
lover  with  a sense  of  humor  whom  he 
meets.  And  therein  lies  the  danger  for 
you  music  lovers  with  senses  of  humor. 
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Strinde  Passes  A Saturday 

This  Man  Kept  Strange  Company 
hy  Robert  Clark 


He  lay  on  tlie  dislieveled.  dirty 
cot  with  one  hand  supporting 
the  hottle  of  rye  on  the  covers 
beside  him.  Mournfully  he  looked  at 
the  half  empty  bottle,  only  to  gaze  out 
the  window  at  myriad  squares  of  light 
against  their  background  of  darkness. 

Li(iuor  warmed  both  his  body  and 
lieart.  At  is  percolated  tlirough  him, 
his  tired  body  was  able  to  relax,  and 
he  was  eased  into  a better  world  than 
that  of  the  long  working  week.  The 
more  he  drank,  the  greater  satisfac- 
tion he  felt — and  the  more  blurred  and 
composite  the  lights  became.  But  he 
was  not  drunk  yet,  the  lights  a.ssured 
him  with  silent,  impassive  iipproval.  It 
was  only  that  he  felt  so  very  tired. 

God ! IIow  that  warmed  a chap  up. 
Then  the  lights  began  to  blur,  and  he 
lay  back  in  dreamy  contentment.  His 
mind  felt  marvelously  accelerated  and 
able  to  reason.  Any  problem  could  be 
followed  to  its  logical  ending,  because 
he  had  no  fear  of  the  conclusion.  Too 
much  drinking,  too  much  money 
spent — short  rations  till  next  pay  day. 
Simple — what  the  hell  of  It? 

When  he  was  like  this,  thoughts 
seemed  to  float  around  him  in  a dreamy 
orbit.  Often  he  would  forget  his  thought 
of  the  moment;  but,  sooner  or  later, 
it  would  be  certain  to  drift  by  again. 
It  was  in  this  placid  mood  that  he 
thought  of  the  place  over  on  18th  street 
where  he  worked. 

Sullivan,  Flynn,  Mike,  and  Strinde. 
they  were  the  force  of  the  receiving 
room.  Like  some  machine,  they  drag- 
ged heavy  boxes  into  the  basement 
from  the  endless  stream  of  trucks 
which  backed  up  to  the  sidewalk,  dis- 
rupting all  traffic.  Thelr's  was  a man's 
work  with  plenty  of  sweat.  Brendal, 
the  foreman,  and  Maria  Costra  com- 
pleted the  receiving  department.  Ma- 
ria Costra  was  an  Italian  girl,  diimned 
good  looking,  and  a nifty  shape.  She 
worked  in  a little  glass  walled  office,  in 
the  corner  of  the  receiving  room,  with 
Brendal.  Strinde  has  often  watched 
her  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye  as 
he  worked.  She  was  especially  pretty 


when  she  scowled  critically  at  her 
work. 

Of  the  three  he  worked  with,  big 
Mike  was  largest  and  toughest,  and 
naturally  accepted  leader  of  the  other 
two.  Ever  since  Strinde  had  gotten 
the  .iol)  six  weeks  ago.  he  had  felt  a 
wall  I'etueen  him  and  the  three.  Xot 
that  there  was  any  trouble,  he  just  was 
not  one  of  them.  It  might  have  been 
because  he  was  weak,  but  that  was 
not  .so.  Strinde  was  a strong  man.  and 
l)ig,  much  more  so  than  the  diminutive 
Flynn.  Indeed  Strinde  had  often  won- 


MarUt  iron  dark  (uid  p/'Ctt;/ 

dered  how  the  little  man  managed  the 
heavy  work,  until  Mike  had  shown  him 
a few  tricks  which  conserved  his  own 
strength. 

But  then,  there  was  that  incident  at 
Baddy's  Place  about  a week  after  he 
got  the  job.  After  work,  the  three 
Irishmen  took  their  beers  at  Paddy's, 
while  Strinde  went  to  the  Enter  der 
Linden,  which  was  closer,  lie  bad  gone 
to  it  the  flrst  day  he'd  gotten  the  job ; 
and.  since  none  of  the  others  had  ask- 
ed him  to  join  them,  he  stayed  there. 
But  one  night  when  the  Enter  der  Lin- 
den was  r.ather  slow,  Strinde  thought 
that  he  would  wander  up  to  Paddy’s 
and  see  if  he  could  get  to  know  the 
Irishman  bcdter.  It  was  rather  late,  and 
Flynn  was  the  only  one  of  the  three 
there.  He  had  found  the  little  man 
very  drunk  with  two  men  and  a wo- 
man attempting  to  roll  him.  They  had 
wanted  Flynn  to  sign  over  a blank 


check  for  the  night's  enjoyment  of 
the  woman.  Seventy-five  dollars,  nearly 
all  of  Flynn’s  bank  account,  was  too 
much  to  pay  any  woman — especially 
that  bleached  and  mascaraed  blonde. 
Even  so.  it  was  bad  to  pay  first.  When 
Strinde  had  interfered,  it  was  a fight, 
and  Paddy  had  been  sore  as  hell  “to 
think  that  such  stuff  goes  on  in  my 
place.”  Later,  Strinde  had  taken  the 
little  man  home  for  Mike  and  Sullivan 
to  put  to  bed.  It  wasn't  a thing  that 
any  of  them  wanted  to  talk  about,  and 
it  certainly  had  brought  them  no 
closer.  After  that,  Strinde  stayed  at 
the  Enter  der  Linden. 

Ordinarily  Strinde  would  not  have 
minded  this,  but  he  was  a lonely  man. 
His  receiving  room  companions  were 
the  onl.v  ones  he  knew  in  the  city,  and 
he  had  been  here  six  weeks.  Damned 
funny  thing,  it  would  seem  almost  im- 
possible that  he’d  met  nobody  in  that 
time,  thought  Strinde,  as,  head  on  pil- 
low, he  stared  at  a dark  stain  on  the 
ceiling.  The  stain,  curiously  enough, 
was  shaped  like  the  profile  of  a wo- 
man's face.  Strinde  had  named  her 
Lottie. 

Every  Saturday  afternoon,  he  had  a 
few  beers  and  sandwiches  at  the  Enter 
der  Linden,  bought  a bottle  of  rye  from 
Fritz,  the  bartender,  and  went  home 
for  the  evening.  Strinde  knew  it  was 
bad  business,  but  he  had  to  have  some 
escai>e — even  this.  During  the  week,  it 
wasn't  so  bad  with  the  bartender  be- 
tween Flynn  and  Sullivan  and  with  the 
hearty  laughter  and  shrewd  remarks  of 
Mike.  But  Saturday  night  and  Sunday 
were  the  worst.  The  loneliness  in  his 
heart  would  prey  upon  him  until  he 
thought  he  must  lose  his  mind. 

So  here  he  was  tonight  as  usual  with 
the  bottle  and  only  Ixdtie  and  the 
lights  for  company.  Both  the  lights  and 
Lottie  would  blur,  and  Strinde  would 
be  able  to  enjo.v  the  little  happiness 
the  licpior  was  able  to  give  him.  Not 
exactly  happiness,  but  it  was  a release 
from  pain.  Still.  Strinde  thought,  what 
is  enjoyment  but  release  and  escape? 
But  it  all  seemed  wrong  to  him.  He 
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On  To  Oxford 

Portrait  of  an  Exceptional 
Young  Man 

By  William  G.  Dukek,  Jr. 


//  A ND  what,  !Mr.  Leonard,"  said 
the  learned  doctor  leaniii}; 
" 'forward,  "is  a colloid?  Ex- 
pound for  ten  minutes  or  so." 

Without  too  great  hesitation,  the  ex- 
pounding one  launched  into  his  ten 
minute  or  so  oration,  glancing  with 
some  trepidation  at  the  awe-inspiring 
collection  of  degrees  and  great  minds 
a.s.semhled  before  him  in  the  private 
room  of  the  Universit.v  club  of  I’hila- 
delphia.  It  is  not  hard  to  understand 
the  uneasiness  which  would  i-esult  from 
(luizzing  by  this  assembled  body  of 
knowledge,  which  calls  itself  the 
Rhodes  Scholarship  committee  and 
consists  of  Chairman  Roades  of  Ilav- 
erford.  Sec-retary  Lovett,  a Philadel- 
phia lawyer.  Dr.  PL  P.  <?hase.  govern- 
ment expert  of  Lafayette.  Dr.  Klan- 
chard.  philosophy  scholar  from  Swarth- 
niore.  Mr.  .Moyer,  a West  Virginia  law- 
.ver.  and  a certain  Dr.  Xeil  Carothers 
of  I.ehigh  university. 

"Explain."  said  this  same  Dr.  Car- 
others.  "the  physical  chemical  signifi- 
cance of  the  origination  of  life." 

"Discuss."  .said  another,  "the  signifi- 
cance of  Plato's  Republic." 

"Xaine  the  Justices  of  the  Sui)reme 
Court."  added  ji  third. 

"M'ho  is  the  American  Ambassador 
to  Great  Rritain?"  contributed  another 
great  mind. 

These  and  man.v  other  similar  (pies- 
tions  were  hurled  at  the  expounding 
one  as  the  range  of  his  knowledge  was 
raked  from  stem  to  stern.  The  inter- 
view. so  called,  was  brief  but  thorough. 
-Vt  length,  the  ordeal  over,  the  ex- 
pounding one  .strolled  out  of  the  aca- 
demic bondage.  It  was  a cwlisli  Sat- 
urday morning.  December  19.  19.‘5<i. 

The  verdict  was  handt'd  down  at  si.x 
o'clock  that  evening.  P.efore  the  as- 
sembled scholars,  the  cream  of  Penn- 
sylvaiiiii's  collegiate  manhood,  the  .sol- 
emn decision  was  given.  .Mr.  McLean 
of  Lafayette  college,  and  .Mr.  Leonard 
of  I.ehigh  universit.v  had  been  selected 
as  the  two  outstanding  .scholars  from 
the  Commonwealth  of  Pennsylvania  to 

continued  on  page  16 


“There’s  Somethii 


‘lUj  the 
Sir  eat  of 
Thy  Brow 


That  Is  Fine,  Fine,  Fine.’ 


“For  example,”  continues 
the  Administration,  “the  Disci]i 
lays  a broader  foundation  for 
iness  life.” 


THE  REVIEW  agrees.  H 
the  point.  . . . 
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Stanford  Guggenheim 


Made  at  the  Actual  Battle- 
front  and  Wirephotoed  Direct 
to  the  Review  Offices. 
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Getting  Used  to  Hard  Knocks 


Over  the  Hill  to  the  Poor  House 


About  A Soldier 
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; M.  S.  and  T.  Department  and 
ary  Training  of  the  R.  O.  T.  C. 
tcess  in  a student’s  future  bus- 


are  some  illustrations  to  prove 
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i 
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J Want  You 
7!  <in 


The  “Army  Way”  doesn’t  de- 
velop ONLY  superior  cannon  fod- 
der. It  further  improves  the  bus- 
iness sense  of  individuals  and 
teaches  you  and  us  how  to  get 
eight  men  to  do  the  work  of  4,326 
men  when  we  become  the  pres- 
idents of  Bethlehem  Steel,  Du- 
Pont, G.  E.,  or  RCA.  Yes,  for 
real  success,  military  methods  sim- 
ply MUST  be  employed. 

Even  those  of  us  who  won’t  be- 
come a president — or  even  a first 
vice-president — can  turn  our  M. 


S.  and  T.  training  into  just  all 
sorts  of  financial  benefits.  Notice 
the  cadet  officers.  Their  poise, 
their  brass  buttons,  and  particu- 
larly their  ability  to  bark  out  the 
proper  commands  and  orders  at 
the  proper  time  will  boost  their 
initial  salaries  at  least  235%. 

For  the  benefit  of  the  general 
public,  we  offer  these  informal 
shots  showing  the  future  stalwarts 
of  Industrial  America  in  their  em- 
bryonic states.  You  can  now  say, 
“You  knew  them  when  ...” 
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Oil  to  Oxford 

contimifd  from  page  13 

represent  that  political  orj^aiiization  in 
tlie  district  trials  the  following  IMon- 
ilay. 

Before  Mr.  Leonard  had  recovered 
from  astonisliiuent.  reporters  swarmed 
about  him.  One  asked  him  where  he 
was  sta.ving.  He  told  them  correctly, 
Lansdowne,  for,  at  that  time,  he  was 
my  guest  for  the  week-end.  Ills  home, 
of  Course,  is  iMt.  A’ernon,  N,  Y,  But 
much  to  his  emharrassment  next  morn- 
ing, lie  found  newspaper  headlines  in 
his  eye,  “LOCAL  BOY  MAKES  GOOD, 
LANSDOWNE  YOUTH  WINS 
RHODES  SCHOLAR  TEST,” 

The  story  went  on  to  tell  how  a cer- 
tain Nelson  .Iordan  Leonard,  a senior 
chemistry  student  at  Lehigh  university. 
Bethlehem.  I’a.,  ( who  of  course  lived  in 
Lansdowne)  had  won  the  rare  privil- 
ege of  leading  his  college's  state.  His 
rise  to  fame  was  lirief.  Selected  in  No- 
vember by  Lehigh  as  their  No.  1 man 
and  Rhodes  scholar  candidate,  he  had 
survived  an  elimination  which  cut  the 
original  113  down  to  !).  Now  that  num- 
ber had  been  decreased  to  two. 

This  is  only  half  the  story.  The  fol- 
lowing Monday,  December  21,  Leonard 
and  McLean,  with  eight  representatives 
from  four  other  states,  were  to  meet 
in  the  finals  before  an  even  more  ex- 
acting and  formidahle  committee.  They 
met  this  time  at  the  American  Idiil- 
osophical  society  of  Philadelphia.  Nels 
tells  the  story.  He  was  the  first  to  face 
the  music.  One  short  half  hour  sufficed 
to  satisfy  these  men  on  the  condition 
of  his  mental  processes.  Again  he  wad- 
ed through  a similar  set  of  impromptu 
questions.  Then  came  that  awful  sus- 
pense till  the  truth  was  out.  It  was  a 
15  hour  vigil  during  which  time  he 
e.xplored  every  nook  and  cranny  of 
the  City  of  Brotherly  Love.  A haggard 
committee  announced  to  the  world  and 
press  at  11  :30  that  night  the  four  men 
selected  for  the  three  years  .'jiO.l  M lO.OO 
scholarship  to  Oxford  university  ; Mr. 
Wellman  from  Cornell.  !Mr.  Gardner 
from  Swarthmore.  ^Ir.  Harman  from 
Yale,  and  IMr.  Leonard  from  Lehigh, 
q'hat  was  all  there  was  to  say.  Nelson 
Leonard,  as  usual,  had  made  the  grade 
:ind  reached  the  top. 

This  unfailing  tendency  to  reach  the 
top  in  whatever  he  attempted  has  been 
<-haracteristic  of  Nelson  Leonard  ever 
since  he  took  his  first  breath  Septem- 
ber 1,  1016,  It  has  marked  every  step 
in  his  career  at  Lehigh,  with  which  no 
one  can  help  hut  be  familiar. 

Graduating  from  Mt.  Yernon  high 
second  in  his  class,  he  had  already  won 


his  spurs  as  a ]io|mlai-,  all-around  man. 
A scholarshiji  and  a keen  desire  to 
stud.v  chemical  engineering  took  him  to 
Lehigh  university. 

During  his  first  year,  he  made  excel- 
lent grades,  and  showed  jirowess  in 
soccer  and  music.  In  the  Spring  he  was 
])led,ged  to  Delta  Tau  Delta  who  later 
made  him  their  vice-president.  Imme- 
diatel.v  honors  came.  He  was  elected 
to  memhership  and  to  the  presidency 
of  I’hi  Eta  Sigma,  freshman  honorary 
and  then  secretary  of  the  Newtonian 
society.  Again  he  was  awarded  a full 
scholarship,  which  he  retained  for  the 
i-est  of  his  four  years.  More  laurels 
came  to  him  that  year ; a perfect  “4- 
point"  average. 

The  person  Nels  is  almost  lost  in  his 
accumulated  honors.  He  made  himself 
a bulwark  of  the  Glee  club,  and  then 
ventured  into  dramatics,  where  he  was 
successful,  as  usual,  in  playing  an  im- 
portant role  in  “The  Racket"  and  the 
musical  production.  “Prom  Trotters." 
This  work  won  for  him  memhership  in 
Mustard  and  Cheese.  He  was  elected  to 
Tau  Beta  Pi,  engineering  honorary,  at 
the  heginning  of  his  .iunior  year  and  to 
Omicron  Delta  Kappa,  senior  honorary, 
a little  later.  This  fraternity  elected 
him  president,  one  of  the  most  impor- 
tant offices  on  the  campus.  Through  the 
efforts  of  his  committee,  he  brought 
Ted  Fio  Rito  for  the  very  successful 
.Iunior  prom  last  .Acar.  and  through  his 
own  assistance  on  the  Students  Con- 
certs committee,  he  was  instrumental 
in  giving  Lehigh  its  present  popular 
lecture  series. 

Perhaps  Nels'  chief  forte  is  his  mu- 
sic. Besides  singing  in  the  Glee  club  as 
chief  baritone,  he  has  sung  for  four 
years  in  the  choir  of  the  Pro-Cathedral 
Church  of  the  Nativity.  Most  of  his 
time  is  spent  dashing  off  to  some  part 
of  the  country  with  the  double  quar- 
tet, the  Glee  club,  or  the  choir.  A friend 
of  mine,  somewhat  of  an  authority  in 
music,  calls  Nels'  voice  remarkable. 
^Vith  training,  this  expert  asserts,  Nels 


could  go  far.  perhaps,  even  to  the 
mighty  Metropolitan.  Maybe,  Nels  has 
missed  his  calling. 

Nor  is  Nels  limited  to  academic;  prow- 
ess. He  has  played  three  years  of  var- 


sity soccer  and  won  his  letter.  And 
even  the  cinder  path  was  part  of  his 
w(41-rounded  career  for  a time. 

Few  realize  the  remarkable  capabil- 
ity he  has  displayed  in  working  two- 
thirds  of  his  way  through  college. 
Scholarships,  prizes,  waiting  on  table, 
doing  NYA  work  in  the  chemistry 
building  and  library  have  been  a mere 
matter  of  routine  with  him. 

A great  air  of  fa.scination  seems  to 
hang  about  the  name  of  Oxford.  It 
spells  for  us  Common  I'eople  who  are 
maroomal  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic, 
(piaint,  very  ancient  ivy-covered  build- 
ings. fusty,  learned  pedants  and  schol- 
ars, .lolly,  red-faced,  awkward  tutors 
who  drink  tea  and  eat  cakes  with  you 
every  afternoon  in  the  delightful  se- 
clusion of  a warm  hearth,  library  of 
books  and  knick-knacks,  and  heavy 
oaken  furnishings  around  which  hang 
an  atmosphere  of  Rous.seau,  Barrie, 
Greek  philosophy,  the  odes  of  Horace, 
Galsworthy,  and  the  medieval  classic- 
ism. If  this  classic  atmosphere  is  not 
Oxford's  chief  charm,  and  its  crew 
and  riygli.v  team  not  its  chief  attrac- 
tions, tluu'e  is  always  London  not  far 
away,  and  Paris  and  the  Continent,  a 
few  scant  miles  further.  In  this  de- 
lightful ])lace.  in  one  of  the  25  colleges 
thiit  comprise  the  university  proper. 
Nelson  plans  to  s])end  the  next  two  or 
three  .vears.  depending  on  his  ability, 
studying  chemistry,  .government  and 
music,  taking  either  his  Ph.D.  or  his 
B.A.  degree. 

He  will  .join  Milton  IMeissner  who  is 
tinishing  his  second  year  at  the  Engli.sh 
institution.  IMeissner.  another  all- 
around  man.  and  one  of  Lehigh’s  great- 
est track  men.  won  his  Rhodes  in  19.34. 
Only  two  others  have  achieved  this  dis- 
tinction from  Lehigh,  Dudley  Hartley 
in  1930  and  iMax  Goepp  in  1928. 

The  name  most  closely  associated 
with  the  .seholarships  of  the  late  Cecil 
Rhodes,  diamond  king,  and  empire 
builder  of  South  Africa,  on  this  cam- 
j)us  is  Dr.  Neil  Carothers.  who  was 
himself  a Rhodes  Scholar.  He  forms  a 
committee  with  Dean  McConn  and  Dr. 
Piilmer  to  select  the  Ijehigh  candidate 
(>ach  year,  and  under  his  direction, 
most  of  the  activities  in  preparation 
for  tlu>  examinations  take  place. 

I.eonard's  career  could  be  well  sum- 
marized in  numbers.  One  of  120.000,000 
inhabitants  of  United  States,  he  came 
to  Lehigh  as  one  in  1.500.  He  was  sel- 
ect(*d  as  one  in  23  which  soon  liecame 
one  in  9 leading  scholars  of  the  state, 
and,  iiassing  his  test,  made  that  one  in 
two.  His  linal  effort  has  raised  him 
above  the  125  million  level  and  made 
him  one  in  32  exceptional  American 
men  living  in  the  United  States. 


PHOOEY  ON  THIS  WEATHER.  I'O  I SURE - 
GIVE  UPANVTH1NS,EVEN  MV  8 BUT 
PIPE.  IF  I COULD  BE  WARM  AND)!  WHV 
CLOTHES-FREE  LIKE  THOSE 
savages  COLUMBUS 
DISCOVERED 


BECAUSE  MV  PIPE  IS  I that's  WHERE^ 
IMPORTANT  TO  ME  - r YOU'RE  WRONG 
AND  THOSE  WEST  rTHEY  WERE  SMOKING 
INDIAN  NATIVES  | WHEN  COLUMBUS 
DIDN'T  KNOW  L,  DISCOVERED  THEM. 


THAT  OCTOBER  MORN  IN  IAS2, 
COLUMBUS  WAS  DUE  FOR  SOME 
SURPRISES  - 


ONE  OF  the  most  CHERISHED  OFFERINGS  OF 
THE  NATIVES  WAS  LEAF-TOBACCO.  WELL  DRIED 
and  ready  for  SMOKIMQ 


MOST  OF  THE  NATIVES  SMOKED  BY 
MERELY  INHALING  THE  FUMES,  BUT 
SOME  OF  THEM  HAD  A LONS,  HOLLOW 
TUBE  WITH  THE  FORKED 
ENOS  inserted 


WELL,  COLUMBUS 
may  HAVE  DIS- 
COVERED THIS 
INDIAN  CUSTOM  BUT 

PRINCE  ALBERT 


YOU  BET/  IN 
ALL THE 
YEARS  I'VE 
BEEN  SMOK- 
ING RA.IT 
HAS  YET  TO 


BITE  MY  TONGUE 
OR  BURN  TOO  HOT 


Copyright,  1937,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 


ponV 

THIS  FAIK 
ANP  SQUARE 
OFFER  1 


PRINCE  ALBERT  MONE/'BACIC  GUARANTEE 

cuniri:  70  FRAGRANT  PIPEFULS  OFTONCE  ALBERT. 

IF  you  pony  FINP  it  the 

TORArCO  you  EVER  saaokep,  peturn  the  pocket 
nN  WITH  ^HE  ^EST  OF  THE  iomCO  IN  IT  TO  US  AT 
ANV  TlMt  WITHIN  A MONTH  FROM 

THE  national 
OY  smoke! 


i>RiHCE  Albert  : 


^ PRINCE 
ALBERT  IS 
MILDER... 

the'bite'is 

REMOVtO 


r TRUST  ^ 
'crimp  CUT 
PA.TO  GIVE 
COOLER 
^SMOKING  J 


/Iroll'em^ 

QUICKER 
AND  EASIER 
USiNGFRINCi 
ALBERT 


pipefuls  of  fragrant 
tobacco  in  every  2-oz. 
tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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SERVICE 

The 

Bethlehem 
News  Agency 


General  Supply  Co. 

BUILDING  and  ROOFING 
MATERIALS 

Johns  - Manville  Products  and 
Paint 

325  Water  Street,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 
PHONE  3740 


Snter’s  Dairy 

Charles  F.  Suter,  Prop. 

1437  LORAIN  ST.REET 

Phone  2627 

Pasteurized  T.B.  Tested 
Milk 

Grade  A Raw  Milk 

Wholesale  and  Retail 


Dear,  Dear  Sir: 

continued  from  page  9 

Yet  only  Lehigh  rates  with  you! 

Are  you  going  to  send  your  cliildren 
here,  or  are  tliey  girls?  Or  haven't 
you  any  children? 

Maybe  we  have  a complex.  Maybe 
we  really  have  got  something.  But 
what?  As  for  the  pecuniary  advantages 
of  a Lehigh  education,  the  Brown  and 
White  recently  showed  the  justification 
of  your  stand  by  referring  to  an  alum- 
nus, Mr.  George  Feakins  of  Upper 
Darby,  who  just  copped  the  $25,000 
first  prize  in  tlie  Old  Gold  cigarettes 
•'Familiar  Names"  contest.  Yes,  Le- 
high training  pays  dividends. 

I'm  sure  that  you'll  be  pleased  to 
learn  of  some  of  our  further,  more 
rt'cc'ut  steps  forward.  Take,  for  ex- 
ample. our  new  streamlined  method  of 
registering,  begun  this  semester.  The 
system  didn't  show  much  of  an  im- 
provement over  the  old  one  at  first; 
but  by  the  time  the  juniors  and  seniors 
came  to  fill  out  their  rosters,  etc., 
they  Could  rush  through  in  less  time 
than  it  takes  to  write  a fine-arts  final. 
The  only  displeased  upper  classmen 
were  those  juniors  who  had  brought  a 
blanket  and  breakfast  with  them  and 
had  camped  outside  I’acker  hall  on 
Tuesday  in  order  to  get  an  early  start 
lYednesday  morning  and  get  out  before 
noon.  Of  course  they  found  their  pains 
unnecessary ; for  even  the  latecomers 
went  through  in  short  order. 

It  was  reall.v  quite  wonderful.  The 
queues  were  so  short,  no  one  had  time 
to  read  the  free  newspapers  that  were 
given  out.  And  when  one  went  up  to 
the  checking  room,  a worker  would  po- 
litely ask,  "May  I please  see  your 
cards  . . . Thank  yon.  Fine ! Fine ! And 
now  will  you  please  go  over  to  the 
other  gentleman  who  will  take  you  to 
a checker.”  The  second  worker  bowed 
slightly,  took  the  subject  gently  by  the 
elbow,  much  like  a head  waiter  would 
at  a fine  hotel.  In  fact,  at  least  three 
people  automatically  snapped  out : 
"Table  for  one.” 


(tripes  — Gus  — If  ya  only  had 
sex  - appeal 


There  must  have  been  six  checkers 
for  each  man  to  be  checked.  And  as  the 
"head  waiter”  brought  in  a new  man. 
they  all  stood  bolt  upright  next  to  their 
chairs  like  the  barbers  do  when  a sol- 
itary customer  walks  in.  It  was  quite 
embarrassing  to  show  a preference  to 
one  cliecker  and  not  another.  Only  the 
thorough  elliciency  of  the  head  waiter 
saved  the  day  as  he  purred,  “Won’t 
you  step  this  way  please?”  and  pulled 
out  a chair  for  you  to  sit  down  on.  The 
other  checkers,  meanwhile,  kept  them- 
selves busy  playing  "Bingo !”  Or  play- 
ing checkers  with  each  other.  The  only 
trouble  in  the  latter  game  came  when 
one  side  had  to  be  “kinged”  and  one 
cbecker  had  to  balance  himself  on  an- 
other's head. 

The  less  courteous  of  the  checkers 
made  cigarette  money  by  offering  to 
pay  a student  a penny  for  each  mis- 
take under  five  that  the  student  made 
if  the  student  would  pay  the  checker 
a penny  for  each  mistake  over  five. 
But  don’t  worry,  Mr.  Tunis,  the  school 
officials  will  see  that  all  such  commer- 
cialism is  taken  out  of  Lehigh.  The 
administration  will  undoubtedly  recom- 
mend that  we  hire  a professional  team 
to  do  our  checking  that  will  use  Le- 
high’s name  and  prestige  for  big  occa- 
sions. Our  amateur  checkers  wiil  only 
function  for  intramural  events. 

Sincerely  yours. 

The  Boys. 


Concerning  the  Fate  of  a 
Young  Man  Who  in  a Certain 
Condition  Attempted  a 
Simple  Athletic  Feat 

Roger  Feather 

Under  the  weather 

much  too  much  to  driuk ; 

blue  eyes  bleary 

aspect  dreary 

Far  from  “in  the  pink.” 


Rog  however 
thought  it  clever 
somersault  to  spring ; 
in  this  instance 
misjudged  distance 
Now  the  angels  sin.g. 


Febeuaet,  1937 
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Treasure  Trove 

continued  from  page  8 

made  out,  he  giving  tlie  facts  for  the 
recitals  t?) 

Yours  truly, 

Abraham  Lincoln. 

Now  it  is  entirely  possible  that  this 
may  he  some  run-off-the-mill  pardon 
made  out  because  of  a technical  error, 
hut  this  letter  does  seem  to  smack  of 
historical  significance  and  the  reader 
can  interpret  it  how  he  will. 

The  story  runs  that  the  trowel 
shown  in  the  case  dedicated  to  Asa 
Packer  was  used  as  an  ordinary  garden 
trowel  after  mortaring  the  corner 
stone  of  Packer  Memorial  chapel.  Now 
it  is  secure  under  glass  and  rests  with 
the  other  mementos  of  our  founder’s 
prosperous  and  generous  life.  Shown 
is  a copy  of  Puclc,  published  shortly 
after  his  death.  Asa  Packer  is  shown 
as  a farmer  bringing  into  bloom  the 
flowers  of  the  university,  St.  Luke’s 
hospital,  etc.  In  the  background  are  the 
contrasting  figures  of  John  Jacob  Astor 
and  Vanderbilt,  guarding  their  family 
wealth. 

Students  of  mathematics  in  all  its 
forms  should  find  it  diverting  to  tear- 
away from  their  calculus  and  rhetoric 
in  order  to  look  into  the  beginnings  of 
mathematics  shown  here  in  detail. 
There  is  for  the  passing  reader  the 
first  editions  of  Euclid  in  the  original 
Latin,  and  various  texts  on  astronomy. 
It  is  interesting  to  note  that  the  old 
mathematicians  used  the  same  phrase- 
ology so  familiar  to  the  scholars  in 
Math.  11a,  something  like  “Si  circulo 
polygonus  inscrihatur,’’  etc.  It  con- 
sumes one  with  awe,  more  or  less. 

Unique  yet  beautiful,  hand-painted  in 
five  colors,  are  two  fifteenth  century 
choir-hooks,  one  measuring  something 
like  three  feet  by  a foot  and  a half  out- 
spread. It  is  hand-colored  and  illumin- 
ated by  early  monks,  done  in  crude  but 
colorful  and  expressive  style.  From  the 
same  period  and  in  the  same  case  are 
several  manuscripts,  done  witli  the 
same  painstaking  care,  with  the  same 
preciseness  and  geometry  of  figure. 

Although  these  cruder  objects  d’art 
have  not  the  panoramic  fullness  of 
Kemhrandt  or  the  greater  artists  they 
achieve  their  purpose  as  museum  pieces 
by  depicting  the  life  and  habits  of  what 
one  could  call  another  people.  Signifi- 
cant imagination  and  beauty  in  the  ma- 
jority of  the  cuts  seem  to  illustrate  so 
well  the  faith  of  these  monks  that  al- 
most amounted  to  fanaticism.  The  sim- 
plicity and  the  precision  of  the  Latin 
Script  likewise  illustrates  a life  of  dis- 
cipline and  order.  The  library  has  now 


a manuscript  dated  in  the  thirteenth 
century ; the  authenticity  of  the  date 
is  being  investigated  by  ISIr.  Leach  and 
if  it  should  prove  to  he  correct  it  will 
be  the  oldest  book  in  the  library.  At 
present  the  oldest  is  the  Tractate  of  8t. 
Thornan  A(iuinan  published  in  J 

All  Boy  Scouts  and  students  of  M.  S. 
and  T.  know  the  difficulties  involved  in 
making  a map  even  with  the  facts  giv- 
en. In  the  sixteenth  century  several 
geographers  tried  their  luck  at  maps 
of  America  without  Seeing  America 
First.  Aside  from  the  fact  that  the  re- 
productions of  tlie  Great  Lakes  are 
larger  than  Europe  and  Greenland  is 
about  twice  the  size  of  the  U.  S.,  the 
maps  are  to  some  extent  faithful  in 
that  they  show  all  the  explored  and 
settled  country  in  South  America  in 
minute  detail.  Also  on  display  are  two 
earlier  maps  of  Great  Britain  and  Ire- 
land. differing  with  marvelous  consis- 
tency. Everything  seems  to  accentuate 
the  pitiful  ignorance  of  the  earlier  mar- 
iners and  explorers,  however  great  their 
skill. 

Like  philatelists,  all  good  bibliophiles 
must  take  guard  against  attempts  at 
forgery.  In  the  exhibit  of  president’s 
signatures  is  a handsomely  done  for- 
gery of  Go  Washington  and  is  so  lab- 
eled. With  a donation  of  books  came  a 
seventeenth  century  Witt’s  Common- 
irealtti,  neatly  dat<>d  for  the  si.xteenth 
century.  To  the  eagle-eyed  observer  it 
became  gradually  noticeable  that  the 
title  page  was  a splice  between  a sev- 
enteenth century  upper  half  and  a 
twentieth  century  lower  half.  Thieves, 
though,  woidd  find  little  Income  in  the 
treasure  room.  The  more  valuable 
jiieces  of  Shakespeare  and  Audubon 
could  be  presented  only  to  a very  sus- 
picious and  M ary  market ; the  books  of 
little  fame  are  of  still  smaller  value 
and  the  thief  is  stuck  again.  Even  so. 
the  treasure  room,  like  other  valuables 
at  Lehigh,  is  insured  ag'ainst  fire  and 
theft.  TM'enty  particular  volumes  have 
been  insured  for  seventy  thousand  dol- 
lars. Another  type  of  loss  by  destruc- 
tion of  books,  so  prevalent  in  the  hot- 
ter sections,  are  termites.  Mr.  Leach 
feels  .safe,  hoMever,  M'ith  a six-inch 
concrete  floor  and  tM'o  stories  separat- 
ing his  most  edible  book  and  the  hun- 
griest termite.  Tlie  only  way  for  any 
termite,  hungry  for  culture,  to  get  to 
the  treasure  room  is  to  Malk  up  the 
stairs  just  like  the  rest  of  the  Lehigh 
students. 

Ever  since  the  leagues  for  decency 
of  this  and  that  M’ere  formed,  there 
has  been  a great  to-do  about  the  expur- 
gation or  non-expurgation  of  books  of 
suggestive  nature,  such  as  parts  of 


PIPE  "BUSIS  UP" 


...then  he  switched 
to  the  brand  of 
grand  aroma 


AGURGLY  pipe  stuffed  w'itK  wife- 
_ strangling  tobacco  can  wreck  a 
love-nest.  So  keep  your  briar  clean 
and  tidy,  reader;  fill  it  only  M'itb  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh’s  fragrant,  sweet- 
smelling mixture.  Sir  Walter  is  Bur- 
ley, all  Burley,  Kentucky  Burley.  A 
supreme  combination  of  leaf,  easier  on 
vour  tongue  and  tbe  other  halt  s nose. 
Well-aged,  slow-burning,  cool.  And 
(juite  a bit  milder:  we’ve  blended  it 
tor  the  man  who  w'ants  to  save  his 
throat(as  well  as  his  sweetheart). Try  it. 


SmokinoTobacco 

PIPE  AND  cfoARETTES 


FREE  booklet  tells  how  to  make 

your  old  pipe  taste  better,  sweeter; 

/ now  TO  ] 
' ^AKECARE  I 

how  to  break  in  a new  pipe.  Write 

forcopy  today.  Brown& Williamson  j 

Tobacco  Corporation,  Louisville,  f 

»/  / 

Kentucky,  Dept.  W-72.  1 

yOUR  pip[  1 

TUNE  IN  JACK  PEARL  (BARON  MUNCHAUSEr 
NBC  BLUE  NETWORK,  MON.  9:30  P.  M.,  E.  £.  T. 
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The  Lehigh  Review 


Lots  of 
New  Jobs 


in 

PIPES 


I'cvu'a  Biunj  and  Joyce's  Ulysses.  Upon 
bein.iT  asked  if  the  Treasure  Room  ever 
had  any  trouble  with  the  censors.  Mr. 
Leach  replied  to  the  effect  that  the 
room  contains  no  offensive  books  but 
tliat  when  he  was  at  Princeton,  this 
library  secured  a copy  of  the  Ulysses 
by  simplj-  mailing  a request  to  England 
and  receiving  the  book  by  parcel  post 
without  a bit  of  trouble.  There  are 
probably  no  examples  of  the  more  im- 
portant books  that  might  be  obscene 
to  the  layman  ever  being  taken  out  of 
a bibliophilic  museum  because  of  such 
reasons. 

Resides  collecting  books  for  their 
monetary,  historical,  or  literary  value, 
the  good  bibliophile  is  interested  in  its 
preceding  owners.  ITactically  related. 


so  to  speak.  Our  chief  librarian  has 
culled  the  three  thousand  books  in  the 
room,  found  three  hundred  bookplates 
of  past  owners,  left  them  in  the  books 
and  arranged  a handy  little  card  cata- 
log in  his  office.  lie  found  that  a few 
copies  had  been  the  possession  of 
Charles  Dickens,  while  Euclid  Geom- 
etry had  six  or  seven  owners.  Since 
most  of  these  books  were  bought  at 
some  private  or  public  auction  each 
one  has  passed  through  a number  of 
hands.  For  instance,  the  third  Folio 
of  Shakespeare  was  bought  at  an  auc- 
tion of  Goodspeed's  in  Boston  by  Mr. 
Eckley  Coxe.  The  silence  of  a 
book  is  everlasting  and  we  may  only 
conjecture  at  what  has  passed. 


and 

BOOKS 

Come  in 
and  look 
’ e in  over 


THE 

SUPPLY 

BUREAU 


“Hick  — there  must  he  someone  home  — hie  — liyht’s  lit!” 


February,  1937 
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Tally  - Ho 

9/ 

Tavern 

205  W.  Fourth  Street 


Phone  2236 

Austin  Electric 

W.  S.  Austin,  VroiK 

We  Carry  Everything 
Electrical 

REPAIRING 

special  I’lices  oii  Desk  I^auips 
Serving  Fraternities  Since  1918 

218  West  Third 

mil  to  Hill  Bridge 


Wm.  Boriistein, 
Inc. 

1000  West  Broad  Street 


Plumbing 

Heating 


Air  Conditioning 

Simplex 
OIL  BURNERS 

Super 

STOKERS 


Strinde  Passes  a Saturday 

continued  from  page  12 

only  kneiv  for  certain  that  tliis  was 
all  that  kept  him  going.  A coininent  of 
Mike's  came  to  his  miml : 

•‘A  man’s  gotta  have  at  least  one 
woman  or  a hell  of  lotta  men  friends.” 

f.ottie  was  the  only  woman  Strinde 
had.  Sometimes,  if  he  stared  at  her 
long  iind  hard  enough,  she  would  ap- 
pear and  caress  him  in  the  drunken 
dreams  which  followed. 

■'Strinde.  Strinde.”  she  had  once 
said.  "If  only  I could  make  you  happy.” 

If  only  she  could  

Lottie  wasn't  enough  : he  would  have 
to  get  a girl.  :ind  he  knew  who.  It 
would  he  that  Maria  Costra.  Desire 
grew  strong  within  him  as  he  thought 
of  those  vivid  lips  which  often  parted 
to  smile  at  some  little  witticism  of 
Brendal's.  Another  thing,  nobody 
seemed  to  go  with  Maria.  IMike,  Flynn, 
and  Sullivan  paid  no  attention  at  all 
to  her.  never  even  talked  about  her. 
Brendal  was  a married  man  with  kids. 
One  of  his  sons  drove  a truck  which 
they  unloaded.  Strinde  would  try  dat- 
ing her  next  Saturday. 

Have  a drink  on  that.  The  bottle 
made  careful  progress  from  the  covers 
to  his  mouth.  Some  it  slopped  on  the 
pillow.  The  lights  were  a composite 
of  glowing  pinpoints,  and  he  couldn’t 
hear  looking  at  the  turbulent  ceiling 
where  Lottie  was.  Time  to  put  the 
bottle  on  the  floor.  Careful  now,  he 
musn’t  spill  any  of  it.  Slowly,  cau- 
tiously. Strinde  lowered  it  to  the  floor. 
Careful  as  he  was,  the  bottle  banged 
loudly  on  the  floor.  As  he  let  go  of 
the  bottle.  Strinde  felt  it  slip  away 
from  his  fln.gers  and  heard  it  fall  on 
its  side,  lie  must  set  the  bottle  up 
again  before  it  all  ran  out.  Sudden 
realization  swept  over  Strinde  that 
he  would  not  be  able  to  do  it.  and  he 
felt  himself  falling,  falling  through  a 
whirl])0ol  of  the  room. 

^ ^ ^ 

Saturday  afternoon,  and  this  was  the 
day  that  he  was  going  to  date  Maria 
Costra.  He  hadn't  asked  her  during  the 
noon  hour  — no  opportunity,  lost  his 
nerve.  He'd  have  to  do  it  when  he  got 
his  pay  envelope  that  night.  Glancing 
at  the  oflice  as  he  wheeled  a load  over 
to  the  freight  elevator.  Strinde  could 
see  the  back  of  her  head  as  JIaria  bent 
over  her  work.  Her  black  hair  seemed 
to  suggest  the  velvety  softness  of  night. 
He  wondered  if  she  would  let  him  run 
his  fingers  through  her  hair  and  bury 
his  face  in  it. 

Closing  time  finally  came.  Strinde 
waited  until  Mike  and  the  others  had 


GEORGE  YANKO 
Arts  ’37 

The  president  of  Pi  Lambda 
Phi  and  the  new  editor  in  chief 
of  the  Brown  and  'White  tells 
us: 

“The  comMnation  of  an  out- 
standing liberal  arts  and  bus- 
iness education  plus  the  natural 
social  and  extra-curricnlar  ad- 
vantages of  a medium-sized 
university  made  me  ‘Lehiyh- 
conscious’  long  before  -my  Fresh- 
man year." 

Hundreds  of  secondary  school 
seniors  are  now  turning  their 
eyes  toward  Lehigh.  Their  aims 
and  ambitions  may  be  different, 
and  not  all  of  them  can  satisfy 
Lehigh’s  entrance  requirements. 
But  by  February  1938,  many  of 
them  will  be  taking  one  of  the 
following  courses: 

Arts  and  Science 

General  cultural  courses;  preparation  for 
graduate  work  in  dentistry,  law,  medicine  or 
the  ministry;  professional  preparation  for 
teaching  and  journalism. 

Business  Administration 

Preparation  for  positions  in  banking  and 
investments,  accounting,  insurance,  advertis- 
ing, selling,  general  business. 

Engineering 

Chemical,  Chemistry,  Civil,  Electrical, 
Engineering  Physics,  Industrial,  Mechanical, 
Metallurgical,  Mining,  and  Sanitary. 

For  information  -write  or  intervietc 

Wray  H.  Congdon 

Director  of  Admissions 

LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 
BETHLEHEM,  PA. 
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Meiiiie  Priiitery 

QUALITY  PRINTING 

Rytex  Personal  Stationery 
207  W.  4th  Tel.  3431 


C.  A.  Dorney 
Furniture  Co. 

FURNITURE 
FLOOR  COVERINGS 
DRAPERIES 

Allentown,  Pa. 


Crystal 


Restaurant 


Good  Food  at 
Reasonable  Prices 


Special  Student 
Meal  Tickets 


22  West  Fourth 


gotten  their  pay  and  then  went  to  the 
office  window.  Maria  yawned  and  hand- 
ed Strinde  his  enveiope.  lie  noticed 
her  weli  kept  hand  contrasted  by  its 
veriiiillioii  nails.  Now.  now — but  she 
sat  down  at  her  desk  and  was  facing 
away  from  him.  Kecause  Rrendal  was 
in  the  office,  he  didn't  want  to  ask 
her.  She'll  leave  tlie  office  in  a moment, 
Strinde  thought,  as  he  walked  about 
the  receiving  room  looking  at  the 
boxes  with  great  concentration.  He 
turned  to  watch  Maria,  and  Brendal 
looked  up. 

"Do  you  want  to  see  me.  Strinde?” 
he  asked. 

‘‘No " — think  fast  — ‘‘I  was 

only  .just  wondering  how  much  stuff 
we  handled  in  a day.” 

"I.et  me  worry  about  that.”  Brendal 
laughed,  pleased  at  his  own  reply.  !Ma- 
ria  had  not  even  raised  her  head. 

Hell,  she  was  working  overtime.  He 
would  wait  in  the  Unter  der  Linden 
for  her  to  go  by. 

Drinking  a beer,  he  suddenly  decided 
that  he  needed  a shot  to  sort  of  steady 
his  nerves : “Give  me  a shot  of  rye, 
will  you,  Fritz?” 

The  bartended  looked  surprised  as 
Strinde  usually  bought  only  beer  in 
the  afternoon. 

"Starting  out  early  tonight?” 

“I'm  not  going  to  buy  the  bottle  to- 
night,” Strinde  replied.  “Got  to  save 
money.” 

He  tossed  off  the  shot  and  slowly 
finished  the  beer.  Maria  had  not  come 
by  yet.  Another  one  couldn't  make 
much  difference. 

It  was  after  the  fifth  shot  and  beer, 
when  Strinde  was  beginning  to  think 
she'd  gone  the  other  way,  that  Maria 
passed.  Strinde  caught  up  with  her  at 
the  corner. 

“Maria.” 

She  turned,  smiling  gayly  until  she 
saw  u’lio  it  was. 

‘Oh  it's  you,”  she  said,  and  her 
voice  held  a tinge  of  disappointment. 

Strinde  came  up  to  her : “Maria, 

would  you  go  to  the  movies  or  some- 


“Say,  Mortimer  — how  da  youse  spell 
kidnaped?” 


thing  with  me  tonight?” 

“With  you  ?”  she  demanded  in- 

credulously and  added : “I  guess  not. 
I've  got  a date  anyway.” 

Strinde  could  smell  her  cheap  per- 
fume, and  she  could  tell  that  he  had 
been  drinking.  He  put  his  hand  on  lier 
arm,  which  was  soft  and  warm  to 
his  touch. 

“AVell  look,  maybe  some  other  time,” 
he  pleaded. 

“Take  your  hand  off  me.”  She  twist- 
ed away,  her  face  angry.  “Do  you  think 
I'd  go  out  with  a receiving  clerk?” 
“This  guy  bothering  you.  Maria?” 
Strinde  looked  up  and  saw  a young 
Italian,  well  dressed,  his  hair  plas- 
tered (town. 

“Louie  1”  Maria’s  cry  was  a relief. 
“Take  care  of  this  drunk  horse.  Just 
'cause  he  works  where  I do,  he  thinks 
he  can  liother  me.” 

That  was  a damned  lie.  He  could 
hold  twice  as  much  as  this  and  not  be 
drunk.  Louie’s  eyes  were  cold  and  ex- 
pressionless as  he  looked  at  Strinde. 
Suddenly  his  left  fist  hit  Strinde  full 
in  the  mouth.  Strinde  felt  his  lip  split, 
but  he  wasn’t  even  jarred.  As  he  start- 
ed to  wade  in,  Louie  threw  his  right 
to  Strinde's  jiiw,  and  there  came  the 
sudden  sensation  of  a blinding  white 
Hash  wliich  burst  into  flaming  darts. 

He  was  first  conscious  of  the  salty 
taste  of  blood  in  his  mouth.  Then  he 
found  that  he  was  lying  in  a narrow 
space  between  two  buildings,  where 
Louie  had  knocked  him  or  dragged 
him.  Strinde  didn’t  know  which,  or 
how  long  he  had  lain  there.  It  was 
dark  now,  and  the  back  of  his  head 
ached.  He  must  have  bit  it  on  some- 
thing as  he  fell.  The  events  rehearsed 
themselves  in  his  mind.  To  be  knocked 
down  by  that  slick  haired  wop.  Any 
time  he  couldn’t  take  a guy  like  that 

apart . That  damned  rye  must  have 

slowed  him  up.  And  Maria  — a hell  of 

• 

“The  sultan's  son  is  inclined  to  be  a 
bit  wild.” 

“Harum  scarum,  eh  wot?” 

“Oh  no,  he’s  used  to  them.” 

— Skipper 
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a stuckup  bitch  she  was.  By  God! 
Now  he  would  get  a bottle. 

Up  iu  his  room  again  with  the  lights 
and  Lottie.  At  least  Lottie  wouldn't 
pull  any  of  that  kind  of  stuff  on  him. 
Try  to  be  nice  to  them,  and  what  do 
you  get?  Too  good  to  go  out  with  him. 
The  liquor  burned  his  cut  lip,  but  he 
drank  it  with  a vengance. 

A knock  sounded  on  the  door.  No 
one  ever  knocked  at  Striude's  door  ex- 
cept the  landlord.  Let  that  little  cuss 
kick  about  something,  and  he’d  throw 
liiin  down  the  stairs.  He  could  get  a 
better  room  some  place  else,  and  he’d 
sure  tell  the  landlord  what  to  do  with 
this  one. 

“Come  in,  damn  you.’’  Strinde  shout- 
ed, and  the  door  opened. 

Flynn  stood  in  the  doorway  looking 
at  him. 

“.Tees.  Strinde,  you  sure  act  different 
when  you’re  at  home.” 

“Aw.  forget  it,  fellow,”  said  Strinde. 
“I  thought  maybe  it  was  the  landlord.” 
“^Mine’s  a devil  too,”  agreed  the  lit- 
tle man,  and  then  casually  : “Mike  says 
we  need  another  hand  at  cards.  O.K.  ?” 
They  actually  wanted  him  to  be  with 
them.  Someone  wanted  his  company. 


“Sure,”  he  cried.  “Sure.  Just  let  me 
wash  up  a bit.  Have  a drink.”  And  he 
began  washing  in  a dingy  basin  in  the 
corner  of  the  room. 

“You  drink  good  stuff,  Strinde,”  said 
Flynn  who  was  sampling  the  bottle. 

Strinde  was  pleased  at  the  compli- 
ment. 

“No  use  ruining  myself  with  rotgut. 
If  I’m  g'oing  to  have  something,  I try 
to  .get  the  best.” 

Flynn  began  laughing. 

“Does  that  go  for  women  too?” 
Strinde  stared  at  him  for  a moment 
and  then  said.  “So  you  know.” 

“Kinda,  you  see  first  we  are  in  Pad- 
dy’s and  see  you  both  go  by,  but  we 
think  nothing  of  it.  Later  on,  we  see 
IMaria  and  this  guy  Louie  iu  some 
joint.  When  Louie  goes  into  the  can. 
she  comes  over  to  our  table  and  tells 
us  that  you’re  sorta  lying  drunk  be- 
tween those  two  buildings,  and  that 
maybe  we  oughta  take  care  of  you. 
When  we  get  there,  you’re  gone.  It’s 
then  we  remember  that  Louie  always 
meets  her  at  the  corner  after  work. 
Knowing  this  guy  Louie,  we  sorta  fig- 
ure out  what  might  have  happened. 
After  1 see  that  lip  of  yours  and  how 


sore  you  are,  I know.” 

“I’ll  kill  that  damned  wop  when  I 
get  hold  of  him,”  Strinde  raged.  “He’d 
never  of  done  it  if  I hadn’t  been  drink- 
ing.” 

“You’re  right.”  Flynn  agreed.  “He’d 
of  pulled  a knife  on  you.  There’s 
some  wops  is  O.  K.,  but  this  Louie  is 
a bad  one  and  jealous  as  all  hell.  But 
listen  kid,  forget  about  the  whole  thing. 
The  babe  isn’t  worth  it ; and  besides, 
these  wops  always  go  around  together. 
You  don’t  see  none  of  us  bothering 
with  her.” 

“Maybe  you’re  right,  Flynn.” 

“Sure,  kid.”  And  Flynn  patted  him 
on  the  back.  “If  you  wauta  meet  some 
babes,  we’ll  fix  you  up  with  Irish  ones. 
They’re  the  best  kind  for  anything. 
You  ready  to  go?” 

“Yes,”  said  Strinde  gratefully.  “Go 
ahead,  Flynn.  I’ll  be  right  with  you.” 
The  little  man  went  out  into  the 
hall.  He  can’t  quite  figure  it  out.  but 
lie  is  certain  that  he  heard  Strinde, 
who  was  still  in  the  room,  say : 

■AYell,  goodnight.  Lottie,  you  did  the 
best  you  could  for  me,  and  I think  I’m 
.going  to  be  all  right  from  now  on.” 
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tors  must  be  tlie  key  sentences  that 
produce  champions ; somewhere  in  Dr. 
Ciirotliers'  lectures  must  lurk  the  sen- 
tence (word?)  that  results  in  some  eco 
students  learning  something  about 
economics.  yecreted  in  the  verbiage 
you  yourself  devise  must  be  one  mira- 
culous sentence  that  persuades  Dad  to 
let  you  stay  in  scliool,  that  it  wasn’t 
your  fault  if  . . . 

And  so  on. 

In  certain  schola.stic  situations. 

It's  vot  the  morks  I care  about, 

I just  leant  to  team  sonicthinij 
about  the  subject 

is  a Tested  sentence.  Don't  overwork 
it.  iind  use  judgment.  ^Another  results- 
getter,  in  certain  other  situations: 
y/ci/,  kid,  there's  a siecll  view  of 
the  vallcu  from  the  Lookout. 

We  liave  lots  more,  of  course,  that 
Mr.  Wheeler  has  never  seen.  We  Le- 
high men,  IMr.  Wheeler,  can  sell  as 
many  moccasins  as  anyliody  else. 

For  example  take  the  incident  at  the 
Interfraternity  ball.  An  undergraduate, 
.slightly  liigli.  and  ids  date,  slightly 
high,  were  at  one  of  the  water  coolers, 
regarding  it  carefully.  The  man  was 
bravest,  and  after  some  hesitation  and 
a little  trouble  in  getting  the  open 
end  of  the  cup  uppermost,  he  quaffed 
it  in  three  thick  gulps.  “ 's  good.”  he 
said  to  the  girl,  with  an  encouraging 
leer.  ••Y'oughta  have  some.” 

The  .girl  shrank. 

••(''mon.  Sally,"  said  her  escort.  “ ’s 
good  for  a.  's  water.  Won’t  hurtcha.” 
‘‘Oil  no,”  whispered  the  girl,  glanc- 
ing about  her  uncertainly.  With  trembl- 
ing fingers  she  readjusted  her  corsage 
the  merest  bit.  smoothed  a wisp  of 
auburn  hair  and  looked  frightened. 

'I'he  man  stood  still  for  a moment, 
eyes  on  the  floor,  silent.  He  lifted  his 
head,  turned  to  his  date.  “C’mon,  Sally, 
have  a drink  of  water,”  he  said.  Then, 
with  the  confidence  of  a master,  he 
added : 

"Evcriibodij' s doing  it.” 

'I’he  girl  pondered  for  a fraction  of 
a second,  saw  for  herself  that  it  was 
true  and  important.  There  was  only 
one  thing  she  could  say. 

“Okay,”  .she  croaked. 

The  man  smiled.  Almost  by  chance, 
he  had  discovered  a .genuine  Tested 
selling  sentence. 


PENN  COAT  & APRON 
SUPPLY  CO. 
Telephone  7319 
522  N.  12lh  St.,  Allentown 

LEHIGH  TAVERN 

Under  New  Management 

•IDS.  CZOPOTII.  Prop. 

HO.ME-COOKIXG,  SAXDMTCIIES 

5 East  Fourth  Street 

When  Taking  Your  Date 
to  Dinner 
Remember  the 

Royal  Restaurant 

7 West  Fourth  Street 
Open  All  Night 


If  It  S trims  We  Have  It 

J.  A.  Trimble  Co. 

If  It  Grotvs  We  Have  It 
PHONE  1047 


Walhert  & 
Burlingame 

FADA  .iml  GRUNO 
RADIOS 

AH  Makes  Serviced 
Phone  914  or  5856 


Febbuakt,  1937 


Kick 

Two  Scotchmen  were  watching  a football  game ; one  had 
a bottle,  the  other  had  only  a thirst.  The  hottle-man  was 
talking  very  largely  about  his  knowledge  of  the  game  and 
what  a fine  player  he  was  himself. 

During  the  conversation  he  helped  himself  very  liberally 
to  the  contents  of  his  bottle,  whereupon  the  thirsty  one  said  : 
•‘Weel,  I notice  ye're  a fine  dribbler,  but  ye're  nae  guid  at 
passing.” 

Carnegie  Tech  Pugpet 


MR.  SHERMAN  BILLINGSLEY 


“I’rofessor,  do  you  think  it’s  right  for  me  to  sit  on  your 
lap  when  you  explain  your  theory  of  reincarnation?” 

“Why  not?  We  only  live  once.” 

Penn  Punch  Bowl 


Then  there  was  tlie  man  who  could  only  afford  to  send 
his  son  to  college  for  two  years,  but  who  let  him  go.  as  he 
figured  that  half  a loaf  was  better  than  none. 

— Maryland  Old  Line 


• 

Non-censor-cal  Pome 

The  trouble  with  most  girls  I know 
Is  that  they're  so  darn  sexy. 

M'hcn  e’er  they  have  a chance  for  fun. 

They — (Censored  by  our  Prexy). 

If  you  should  ask  by  look  or  word 
For  just  a kiss,  oh,  who  knows 
How  far  they'll  go  before  they'll  stop. 

They'll — {Censored  by  a bluenose). 

But  there's  one  girl  on  this  old  earth 
Who’s  revolting  to  the  senses. 

So  I don’t  give  a damn  for  her. 

Though  she’s — (O.K.’d  by  the  censors). 

Carnegie  Tech  Puppet 


Keformer;  “Stop.  Do  you  think  a glass  of  that  vile  stuff 
will  (piench  your  thirst?'’ 

College  Lad  : “Xo,  sir,  I’m  gonna  drink  the  whole  jug. 

A’.  Y.  r.  Varieties. 


“Last  night  I had.  an  awful  i)ain  in  my  arms.” 

"Who  was  she?” 

Ohio  Sundial 


Women  Are  Like 

1.  a book — jilways  bound  to  please. 

-.  an  auto — needs  choking  every  so  often. 

3.  a train — often  gets  on  the  wrong  track. 

4.  a part.v  i)latform — sulgect  to  change  without  notice, 
o.  a stove — often  needs  a new  lid. 

fi.  a bed  spring — cannot  be  squelched. 

7.  a chair — often  needs  to  be  sat  on. 

8.  a pip<! — inclined  to  be  puffed,  at  times. 

0.  a fire — apt  to  flare  ui>  and  be  put  out. 

iO.  a callou.s — it  takes  hard  work  to  get  it,  it  hurts  when 
you  have  it,  but  you  .sort  of  miss  it  when  it’s  gone. 
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Idea 

AVIiile  we  were  out  west  during  the 
holidays  we  chanced  to  go  past  a mov- 
ing picture  tlieater  in  a small  Indiana 
town.  The  maniuee  of  the  theater  ad- 
vertised the  following  interesting  in- 
formation : "Dodim'orth.  with  Walter 

Huston  and  Mary  Astor.  Free  diaries 
to  all  the  ladies.”  Little  things  like 
this  are  restoring  our  faith  in  Amer- 
ican showmanship. 


H m ni  m m m m m m m 

A young  gentleman  calling  on  a lady 
for  the  first  time  was  admitted  to  her 
mansion  hy  a stout  gentleman,  oh- 
viously  a hutler.  who  asked  him  to 
wait  in  the  drawing  room.  Getting  im- 
patient presently,  he  started  wandering 
about  the  room,  looking  at  pictures, 
etc.,  until  he  spied  a golden  humidor 
filled  with  monogrammed  cigarettes. 
Temptation  conquered  honest.v  and  he 
had  pocketed  a dozen  or  so  when  he 
was  startled  hy  a discreet  cough  from 
the  hutler.  Our  friend,  pulling  himself 
together,  winked  at  the  butler  who. 
after  a moment,  winked  hack  whole- 
heartedly. 

Just  as  this  rapprochement  has  been 
effected,  the  young  lady  walked  in  the 
room  and  said.  “Oh.  I see  you  and  dad 
have  already  met.” 


These  Three 

We  have  been  told  this  happened.  If 
it  didn’t,  it  should  have. 

A professor  who  i)rided  himself  on 
delivering  his  lei-tures  without  the  use 
of  notes,  found  difficulty  in  remember- 
ing the  names  of  three  well-nigh  for- 
gotten Greek  gentlemen  whom  he  want- 
ed to  mention  in  his  next  lecture.  Final- 
ly, as  a compromise  with  truth,  he 
wrote  the  names  on  the  inside  label  of 
his  coat. 

The  next  day  he  spake  thus : “AVhen 
speaking  of  heroism  in  this  instance  I 
have  in  mind  (business  of  glancin.g  at 
coat)  Hart,  Schaefner  and  Marx.” 
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was  just  tired  all  over.  His  lungs  were 
raw  for  air.  His  lirea thing  was  quick 
and  short.  It  hardly  seemed  worth- 
while, hut  he  kept  going,  left  arm  stiff 
and  right  arm  digging. 

His  quick  gasps  for  air  scraped  his 
throat  dry.  His  eyes  seemed  covered 
with  a watery  him.  His  left  arm  was 
parting  at  the  joint.  Both  legs  were 
suddenly  very  heavy.  They  kicked  spas- 
modically and  his  rhythm  broke.  He 
I>icked  up  the  stroke  again,  but  all  the 
life  had  gone  out  of  his  movements. 
He  was  an  automaton  moving  with- 
out thought. 

His  hand  touched  something  soft  and 
almost  liciuid.  It  was  liottom.  He  was 
in  shoal  water.  He  brought  his  legs  un- 
der him  and  stood  up,  still  holding  on 
to  the  hair  of  the  dead  man.  The  water 
came  above  his  knees.  His  feet  sank 
slightly  into  the  muck  of  the  river  bot- 
tom, His  head  was  whirling  and  he 
.still  was  gasping  for  his  breath,  but 
he  turned,  squatted,  and  lifted  the  man 
in  a rude  saddleback  carry,  holding  the 
body  behind  him,  its  belly  against  the 
small  of  his  back. 

He  lurched  through  the  shallows,  his 
feet  squelching  noi.sily  in  the  muck, 
nnd  eased  the  body  to  the  ground  out 
of  reach  of  the  water.  He  turned  the 
body  face  down  almost  violently,  twist- 
ed its  head  to  the  side,  and  ran  his 
fin.ger  into  its  mouth  to  pull  the  tongue 
clear  of  the  throat.  Kneeling  quickly 
astraddle  the  man’s  legs,  he  put  his 
hands  to  the  ba.se  of  the  chest  and 
started  artificial  respiration. 

Press  and  release,  press  and  release, 
press  and  release.  His  body  swung  for- 
ward and  back,  trying  to  face  the  par- 
alyzed diaphragm  to  take  up  its  work 
again.  In  steady,  monotonous  time  he 
kept  the  pulsating  pace.  His  head  was 
■clearing  and  he  no  longer  panted,  but 
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his  whole  being  felt  as  if  beaten  with  a 
club  to  the  consistency  of  a wet  rag. 

His  eyes  were  held  on  the  grime- 
grey  face  of  his  patient  and  it  was 
some  time  before  he  noticed  that  some- 
one with  filthy  shoes  had  come  to  see 
what  he  was  doing.  He  spoke  urgently, 
between  pressures. 

‘•Get  a doctor.  Hurry!" 

Th(‘  mud-caked  shoes  moved  away, 
running. 

Three  seconds  pressure,  two  seconds 
release,  three  seconds  pressure,  two  sec- 
onds release.  He  had  the  swing  of  it 
now  and  the  work  did  not  draw  so 
heavily  on  him.  Cold  water  stood  out 
on  him  in  clinging  globules.  !Mud  was 
caking  on  his  legs.  His  shirt  was  a pair 
of  rags  buttoned  down  the  front.  Only 
his  relentless  press  and  release,  press 
and  release,  kept  him  from  feelin.g  the 
cutting  wind. 

Then  his  patient  took  a sighing 
breath.  Hissed  another  labored  breath, 
heaving  his  bod.\-  as  if  with  great  ef- 
fort. The  rescuer  settled  back  and  re- 
laxed for  an  instant. 

"He’ll  do,”  he  said  to  nobdy  in  partic- 
ular, "now  that  he’s  started  breathing 
again.” 

A bored  interne,  bag  in  hand,  knelt 
beside  the  prone  figure.  He  picked  iq) 
the  man’s  arm.  pushed  back  the  sleeve, 
and  felt  for  the  pulse.  The  arm  was 
pricked  and  dimpled  with  countless 
needle  marks. 

"A  warn  out  hop-head,"  the  interne 
drawled  over  his  shoulder.  "Not  much 
use  saving  him.  He'd  be  better  off  dead 
anyway.” 

"Yeah,”  the  rescuer  answered  list- 
lessly. "Yeah,  I guess  >ou’re  right.” 

The  wind  was  suddenly  very  cold. 


"rnaccustomed  as  I am  to  public 

spooking ■’  began  t h e amateur 

ghost. 
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pouch  in  my  college  colors.  {Please  print,) 

Name. 


.\ddress_ 
City 


_State_ 


coi.i.e«;e_ 


IN  YOUR  COLLEGE  COLORS 

We  make  this  amazing  offer  of 
a $1.00  English  Type  Foltliiig 
Pouch  in  Rep  Cloth  with  Ruh- 
berized  Liner  for  only  10^  and 
one  wrapper  to  persuade  you  to 
try  Eflgeworth  Jr.  Buy  a tin  to- 
day. Send  the  inside  white  par- 
affin wrapper  and  your  dime 
together  with  this  coupon  (or 
print  your  name,  college  and 
address  on  the  t^Tapper) — and 
we  will  send  your  pouch  imme- 
diately. Only  one  to  a customer. 


right!  HOWD 
YOU  GET  IT? 


SAVED  ENOUGH 
MONEY  SMOKING 

EDGEWORTH  JR* 

TO  BUY  IT 


CAUSE  THERES  NO 
WASTE,  SMOKES  SWEET 
AND  MILD  DOWN  TO 
THE  HEEL.  ITS  GREAT 

■ f 
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This  Easter  Vacation  . . . 

(jivc  imur  Mother  a surprise  by 
ylviuy  her  a box  of  APOLLO, 
SC1IRAFT\S,  or  WflITTMAN'S 
Choeolutes. 

Complete  Fountain  Service 

Special  Platters  Daily 
25c  . . . 30c  . . . 35c 

WALLY’S 

Corner  Kroad  and  New  Streets 

Phone  90S8 


For  That 
Well  - Dressed 
Appearance 

WEAR 

Goodimate  Suits 

Sold  Exclusively  by 

Rail  & Arnold 

Tailor’s  . . . Men’s  Wear 

Ayency  for  Aohn  Word  Shoes 

Fourth  and  Vine  Streets 

PHONE  3532 


Unbalanced 

Late  New  Year’s  Eve  a friend  of 
ours,  on  his  way  home,  encountered  a 
s;eutlenian  in  white  tie  and  tails  who 
was  walking  along  the  curb  with  one 
foot  in  the  gutter  and  one  foot  on  the 
sidewalk,  albeit  the  whole  process  was 
somewhat  unsteady,  (.'urious,  our  friend 
imiuired,  to  put  it  baldly,  why?  The 
gentleman  seemed  puzzled.  After  ask- 
ing several  times  if  he  realty  had  one 
foot  in  the  gutter,  and  receiving  an 
equal  number  of  firmly  aftirmative  re- 
plies, he  heaved  a sigh  of  relief. 

“Thank  God,”  he  said  fervently. 
"Then  I'm  not  a cripple.” 

• 

laving  in  our  dorm  is  a very  talka- 
tive memher  of  ’40  who  has  related 
to  us  many  tall  stories  about  his  esca- 
pades and  adventures,  all  without  the 
slighest  shade  of  modesty.  One  eve- 
ning we  started  to  remark  very  sarcas- 
tically about  his  ego.  Not  the  least  hit 
taken  aback  he  stopped  us  short  by 
asserting  a little  proudly;  “331  out  of 
333  people  in  my  graduating  class  at 
liigh  school  voted  I was  the  most  con- 
ceited guy  in  the  place.” 

• 

IVe  don’t  supi)ose  anyliody  will  be- 
lieve this,  but  we’re  going  to  tell  it 
anyway.  We  were  returning  from 


Christmas  vacation,  and  sternly  sober 
at  it  too,  on  a daycoach  of  the  Penu- 
■sylvania  Railroad.  All  of  a sudden  the 
window,  which  had  been  closed,  started 
to  open.  It  kept  on  opening,  about  six 
inches  in  all,  until  we  closed  it.  Then 
it  started  to  open  again.  It  kept  on 
doing  that  the  whole  trip.  That’s  all. 
We  just  thought  you  might  like  to- 
know. 

A Stranger  Himself 

The  (luack  was  selling  an  elixir  which 
he  declared  would  make  men  live  to  a 
gieat  age. 

“Look  at  me,”  he  shouted.  “Hale  and 
hearty,  and  I’m  over  300  years  old.” 

“Is  he  really  as  old  as  that?”  asked 
a listener  of  the  youthful  assistant. 

“I  can’t  say,”  rei)lied  the  assistant. 
“I’ve  only  worked  for  him  100  years!” 

• 

One:  “Did  .vou  keep  the  date  with 
your  girl  last  night  in  all  that  rain?” 

Two : “Naw,  I waited  for  her  two 
hours,  aud  she  didn’t  come,  so  I stood 
her  up.” 

Maryland  Old  Line 

• 

Priest : “Do  you  take  this  women  for 
butter  or  for  wurst?” 

Groom : “Oh  liver  alone,  I never 

sausage  nerve.” 

...  Alabama  Rammer-Jammer 


A ^ 

EAST  SIDE  ■ 

Sn 

REPUBLICAN 

¥JI 

Cl-UB.  S3 . 

^ 

^ ' iV  it 


All  those  in  favor  of  chanyiny  our  name  to  East  Side  Athletic  Association,  Say  ‘Aye 


We  are  Headquarters  for  . . . 

“Standard”  Plumbing  Fixtures 

American  and  Weil-McLain  Heating  Boilers  and  Radiators 
“Genuine  Frigidaire”  Refrigeration 

Display  Rooms  . . . 

926  HAMILTON  STREET  . . . ALLENTOWN,  PENNA. 

Our  engineers  are  always  at  your  service,  let  us  help  you  solve  your  problem 
of  Modernization.  Bring  your  fraternity  up  to  date. 

LEHIGH  VALLEY  SUPPLY  CO. 

Allentown  — Easton  — Stroudsburg  — Lansdale 


SAFE  MILK  FOR  ATHLETES 

for  . . . 

Milk  thaV s distinctive 

Fresh  churned  Buttermilk 

Bethlehem^s  Best  Ice  Cream 


You  can  always  rely  on  . . . 


'owrers 


MILKSHAKES  THAT  SATISFY 


College  Theatre  Bldg. 


96  E.  Broad  St. 


522  W.  Broad  St. 


0 


the  ^od  things 

smoking  can  give  aou 


Copyright  1937,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


